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Love without AFFECTATION, 
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Five LETTERs from a Portugueſe 

Nun, to a French Cavalier. 


Done into Englith Verſe, from the nee 
Edition lately printed at Paris. | 
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| To which is added, == 
A Prefatory Diſcourſe of the Nature 
and Uſe of ſuch Epiſtles in general; 
with the Excellency of theſe in particu- | } 
lar; the Time when they were written; 
the Reaſons why; the true Names and 
Circumſtances of the Perſons concern d 
in them; and undeniable Proofs given || 
of thepretended Anſwers to them, which 

g under the Name of the Chevalier Del, 
ing ſpurious. | 3 | 
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Never extant before, and communi ated to the 


Tranſlator in Verſe, by unqueſtionable Au- 
thorities. | AS: b 
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ent et Verba et Vela dediſti |} 
Fela queror reditu, verba carere fide. — 
— Corpuſq; animumg; pudicitn KH 
Cum male perdiderim perdere Verbaleve eft. | 
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| Epiſtl Dedicatory, - | 


To 


My very worthy Friend, | 


NM N Joln White. 
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make their Appearance 
before you ina new Dreſs, | 
owe their Poetical Habit to your 
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Wl your Peruſal, hasb 
preſſions in the Original, and been 
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. * Dedication. 
N eighbourhood, ſo they of Courſe 


| [| 1555 to you for Protection, ſince 


I might juſtly be ſaid to do Vi- 
| olence to good Manners, in look- 
ing Abroad for another Patron, 


Leben I had a Gentleman ſo near 
[| Home, that is furniſh'd with e- 


very Qualification neceſſary for 


1 4 Defence. 


N ot, but what is ſubmitted to 
rn many Im- 


| kindly receiv'd in : Engliſh, with. 
out a favourite Name for its Re- 
commendation ; ; and it might 
Mill have been under no Appre- 


| i henſion of any other Treatment, 


= ! 


Had I not adventur'd to ſend it 
Abroad 


The Dedication. 

Abroad again, to try its Fortune 
1 Verſe : A Sort of Cloathing, | 
hich is but too liable (like thole | 
rho make Uſe of it) to the Im- 
dreſſions of Wind and Weather, 
nd too defenceleſs to ſupport it 
elf againſt the powerful Attacks 


df malicious and ill-deligning E- 
ICNUGS. e R 


| But Experience ſpeaks you, to 
Tuch as have Acceſs to you, and 
Fame, to ſuch as have only heard 


of you, to be a Gentleman of a 


more inexhauſtible Compaſhon 
for the Unfortunate, eſpecially 
when the fair Sex petitions for 
the Grant of it, than to reject a 
Poor e, who, after ha- 

vilig 
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ving been unhappily miſled thr 
the Importunities of a perfidio 


be that is of any Value to a Wrete 
-under her Cireumſtances of Lift 


finds herſelf even perſecuted. bt « 
yond the Grave, — put to freſſp 


written to eaſe her Grief, gin 
Occaſion for an Increaſe of i it, 

| being bandld by a Pen ndl 
| her Sf erings, and take off Fronſf, 
the Livelineſs of her Expreſſion, 
as it gives a Diminut ion to th 


The Dedication. 


01 
Lover, to the Loſs of her Repy,, 
tation, Friends, and every Thin 


Tortures in her very Remains In 
while her Complaints, that werfe 


give an infinite Additio uf. : 


Eren of her ene | 
11 


The Dedication. 


But it's unuſual for Perſecu- 
"ors themſelves to addreſs in Fa- 
pchour of thoſe whom they have 
mnlicted Puniſhments upon, e- 
l pecially when you are ſo ready 
L a6 give your Aſſiſtance to thols - 
vho ſtand in Need of it, of your 
eben Accord, and it may be 
hought prefumptuous to per- 
f wade you to it. 

V. 


0 Wherefore, after having con- 
Pucted the Lady whom I have 
l * wh Charge of, to her Sanctu- 
„I ſhall only beg the Favour 
4 0 1 * my Wiſhes behind me, 
lat you may ſtill continue to 
e the Delight of her Sex, as you 


re the Eſteem of your own; 
1 1 


T he Didieation 


and that all thoſe whom you hay 
laid Oblis 195 ons upon, which al 
all that are known to you, ma 
| have, the fame: ful Sent 
ments of your unenampł d Aﬀe 
bility, your unaffected Sincerit) D 
I undelignnig e 


SIR, 1 


W, moſt Oblig d, 


Humble Servant, 


butt > 
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T will be 1 %. to: an «Ex uh 
Reader, eſpecially the fatr Sex, whom theſe 
Letters ſeem more immediatch calculated 
to enter into the _ Antiquity of this Epi- 
iary Yo of Friting riting, or nabe Enquiry 
 Wicerning what Olympiad or Century ry ore 
ed the -firft Gutters of Theſe U 
tings ars more the Buſmeſs of a 5 —— 
ct, than « Poet; aud Heinſius and Scali- 
18 may differ 8 — fx 
e as t aſe. I ſcarce flep in for 4 
| x. the 2345 Eaurft vs the Fae 


remote Ages, to ſe Matters right q 
1 


a 
1 
ta 
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of this Nature, as the moſt conſummate Cn 


ii Ihe Preface. 
It's ſufficient for my Purpoſe, that Epiſtl 
in Verſe are exploded 3 of them; a 
that Dacier, - of as exquiſite a Taſts in Thin 


tick, whether ancient or modern, gives 
Credit to this Publication, by the following 4 
thority. Quod fi novum, at certe pulchru 
eſt verſibus & ſtrictà Oratione {cribere 
juſmodi Epiſtolas. Hinc etenim & mi 
jor Familiaritas in ſuos elucet, & nonml 
lam ſcribenti Libertatem & Amznitate! 
tribuunt Muſe. Ita ſane quædam facilii 
enarrantur, & quæ per ſe Auſtera, audiunt j 
cundius excipiuntur: here, ſpeaking oft 
Way of Writing, be ſays, Though it appea 
new, and ſomewhat unuſual, yet it 
certainly of Uſe, and entertaining, to wri 
ſuch Sort of Epiſtles in Verſe. For fro 
hence they have a greater Influence upd 
the Reader, and the Muſes give abundand 
of Scope and Sweetneſs to the Writer. 
truly are ſome Things ſpoken with great 
er Eaſe and Facility; and thoſe Thing 
which would have but an ungrateful Re 
liſh in Proſe, meet with a very good Re 
ception in Metre. . | 
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The Preface. ili 
Wer that I would — 4 . N 1 my 
ſelf from this irrefragable Authority, that I have 
. 1 65 Thing to the Luſtre of what needed | 
o Light but its on, both: French, and Sir 
Roger L'Eſtrange's excellent Tranſlation ; but 
= 1 would be thought to endeavour to make it 
Wl more wiverſal in its Peruſal. Nor is it pro- 
bable, that I may altogether fall ſhort of my 
ol Intortion, fmce thoſe that do not approve it in 
y Dreſs, may be from hence direded to give 
"il it th-ir Approbation in another: Which may be 
of Uſe, if not to end the long conteſted Argu- 
ment between the Ancient and Moderns; yet, 
to ſupport it on our Side, after ſuch a Man- 
ner, that Ovid bimfelf, (though all that rea 
bim, muſt allow hie Epiſtles for bis Maſter- 
* in ſpight of bis Advocates A ert ions in 
li Behalf, and the many centum Annis they 

bave crown d bim with, fhall not be thought to 
bave a very great Advantage over our Author, 
en either of the above · mention d Capacities, 


Softneſe and Delicacy ef Vit, in Things 
F this Nature, ſerm d wholly peculiar to the 
Roman, till the French-man bad (Courage 
and Thought enongb to pnt in for bis Rival, 
1 made appear, that bis abdicated Nun, 
wt only bad the * of Perſon, but 

was 


Ww - The Preface. 


was Miſtreſs of the ſame Beauties of Stils with 
bis abandon'd . Heroine, and was infinitely 
ſuperior to him in the Purſuit of Nature, if 
the Criticks will have it, that none can out-do | 
Vim in Art. | 


Poetry, according to Ariſtotle's Deßniti- 
on, is nothing but an Imitation of Nature; 
and i our religious Lady is not as eminent in 
this Way of copying, as hit prophane, then, ths 


TDouch- Stone of whatever was exquiſitely done 


to be our Engliſh Oracle. It is in French, | 
ſays this admirable Judge, one of the moſt ll x 
artificial Pieces, perhaps, in the Kind, that x 
is any where extant. Beſides, the peculi , 
ar Graces and Felicities of that Language, ot 
in the Matter of an Amour, which-can- 
not be adopted into. any other Tongue, , 
without extream Force and Affectation: , 
And its inimitable Turns of Thought, the Vi- 
vacity and Clearneſs of its Expreſſions, the 
Purity of its Diction, the Familiarity of its 
 Expoſtulations, the Simplicity of its Paſſion, 
the Inconſtancy of its Reſolutions, the Arden. 
cy of 1ts Raptures, the Deſpondency of its Sor- 
rows, and the Sincerity of its Repentance, 
gives us ſuch adequate Ideas of a Lady Le 
| ts © 


G 
{ 
; 
in bis Time, Sir Roger L'Eſtrange muſt ceaſe ; 
E 
hi 


The Preface. * 
her deplorable Circumſtances, as renders this 


Piece ons of the moſt beautiful that ever ſaw 


To put an End to the Compariſon, Ovid 
Eyiſtolary Performances diſplay a Redundancy 
of Thewght, and an Exuberancy of Fancy to 
« Fault, when” this Author, who ſeems ap- 
priz d of bis Predeceſſor Errors, never works 
any Paſfion to a Height, hut when thers is an 
abſolute Neceſſity for ſo doing. Ovid makes | 


qui ſemper oberrat eadem, when the Portu- . 
2 giueſe Lady keeps Nature ſtill in her View, 
and never gets ont of Sight of her preſent Con- 
dition, but adapts her Stile to her Circumſtan- 
NY cs, and expreſſes herſelf as Things ſeem to 
require, whether paſt Enjoyments enliven her, 
the Loſs 7 them mortify her, or ' Reflextons 
un her Lover's Ingratitude, make ber ſeem 


ore to be abundantly poſſeſs d of. Deſcrip- 
tas ſervare Vices Operumq; colores, Cur 
ego 14 nequeo ignoroq; Poeta Salutor'? 
Why am I, ſaid the Authority juſt oy 

'2 : cite 5 


his FHeroines be ingenious and witty to an 
| Exceſs under their Misfortunes, puts vain 
Repetitions in their Mouth, and uſes them as - 
Horace his Harper does his Strings, Chord 


&/t:tute of the Reaſon ſe ſeems but pu be- | 


vi Ihe Preface. 


the Poets, if I am ignorant how to give 
forth in their proper Colours? 


In fine, Ovid may be juftly charg'd with 
Fart of Care in his Tautologies, when thoſe 
in our Author may be imputed to him for ſo 
mam Excellencies, ſnce he never makes his 
Lady ſpeak the ſame Things over again, but 
when fhe languiſhes in ſuch a State of Miſery, 
as requires that of Forgetfulneſs to be added 
to it; and never roves from ons Subject to a- 
nother, but when her Brain ſeems diſcom- 
pos'd, and altogetber unfit to dwell upon one 
auy longer, ET, 


Net but I could Inftance in many other Di. 
Hinctions between theſe two celebrated Authors, 
but ſhall only add one more, which is inconte- 
fable; and that is, an Enquiry into the Ule 
fulneſs of either of them to thoſe that read 
them. And here it muſi be allow'd, the Gen- 
Hleman whom we take Part with, is ſuperla- 
tively beyond the other in the inſtructive Part, 
and has given ſuch Admonitions to the fair Sea 
in the Perſon of his Nun, as may be of Uſe to 
reſtrain the Affection of others that are liable 

40 


eited, reckon'd amon gſt the Number of 


a true Deſcription of Things, and ſet em 
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The Preface. vil 
to the ſame Paſtons with ber, and awaken the © 
reſt of the Belle Monde into a Senſe of thoſe 

Voeakneſſes they can never be ſaid to keep too 

tri a Guard upon, and which fhe had given 

too great a Looſe to, by her own Indiſcretion > 
When Ovid either gives his Readers luſtful IJ. 
deas, or leads them forward into ſuch Specus 
lations as debanoh their Principles, inflead of 
better ing their Underſtandings, as in the Epi- 
files of Canace to Macareus, and Phædra 
to Hyppolitus. SR 


4 could here ſpeak ſomething in my own Be- 
half, as to the Mel ent Ferſion; but I ſubmit © 
my ſelf to my Reader's Diſpoſal, in Hopes he 


will award ſuch a Fudgment as the Nature and 


Uificulty of the Work requires; and be pleas'd 

i:. ¶ hh confider, that if my five Letters are with- 
rs, ent the luſcious Expreſſions, as well as Errors 
te- | in the Tranſlation; thoſe of Ovid, which are 
ſe- ſet out y Mr. Dryden, and other eminent 
ad Hands, abound with, I have to plead in my 
en: Vindication, I have not ouly done more uu. 
la Hice to my Author, in ot varying from bis 
art, Lext, as they have done; and may be ſeen from 
en their rendring into Engliſh, the very Verſes 
have made Choice of for my Motto in the | 
Iitle, .ang to good om in not giving % 
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| ſelf that licentious Freedom, which they have 


taken very plentifully in another Senſe. 


What remains ſor me to do now, is, to be 
4 good as my Promiſe which I gave in the 
Frontiſpiece of this Undertaking, and is to 
wake a true Diſcovery of our Author, who has 


| either been conceal'd or unknown in all the E- 


ditions of this little Book, and whoſe Nams 
the Fathers of the Engliſh Colledge at Liſbon, 


l as well as the moſt intelligent Perſons in that 


Kingdom, affirm to be Monſieur de Vervac, a 
Gentleman that held a Barony in Champaign, 
and who travel 'd thither to perfect his Studies 
in Humanity, under an Uncl of bis, who was 
Superior of the Feſuits, This Gentleman hap- 


pen d to be there in the Tear 1668, when, after 


a cruel War between the Spaniards and Por- 
tugueſe, occaſon d by the Revolt of the Lat- 


ter from the Crown of Spain, the Aſſiſtance of 


the Kings of England and France procur d 
both Kingdoms a perpetual Peace. The Pers 


ſon who conducted this important Affair, vas I 
| the Count de Schombergh, (afterwards Duke) Ng 
who loft bis Life in the Reduction of Ireland, It 
at the Boyne. Now, amongſt otber Officers 
that went over with this General, to join the % 
| Portugueſe, the Duke of St, Agnan, a = 
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France, had a Nephew commonly call d the 
evalier de St. Agnan, though his true Name 
ds Vinorole, a Gentleman of admirable Pre- 
nce and Parts, that accompanyd him. 


Of all the Ladies that engag d this young 
arrior's Afections, at his Return to Quar- 
rs of Refreſhment, or Winter-Duarters, the 
unge Daughter of the Marquiſs de Pinto, 
ho had been ſo very inſtrumental in reſtoring 

he Braganza Family to the Throne, was the 
of c:nfiderable. This Gemlewoman was cal- 
d Donna Duarta, thongh ſhe goes winder the 
ame of Mariane, out of Reſpect to her Birth, 
was fo won upon by his Per ſonage and ex- 
lent Endowments, his Promiſes and A cue- 

tions of eternal Fidelity, as to admit him 
to the Convent her Father had caus'd her to 
put in for religious Exerciſes, and grant 

im the laſt Favours. What does our Gallant * 
, but after all theſe liberal Conceflins on her 
ide, and the War's being at an End, but e- 
N pack up. b1s Equipage, and away Bag and. 


gage to bis own Country, France, again, 
ut without many Aſſurances of a ſpeedy Ne- 
m; but all to no Purpoſe, which occafton'd 
le following Letters, in which, as Sir Roger 
Eſtrange again bas it in his Preface 2 bis 

Lan- 
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5 The Preface. 
Trayſlatzon, Lou will find the lively Imag 
of an extravagant and unfortunate Pafly 


on. and that a Woman may be Fleſh and 
Blood in a Cloiſter, ag well as a Palace. 


The firſt of them gives us an admirable Dr 
ſcription of a Lady under nconſoleable Circun 
Nances for the ſuppos d Loſs of ber Love, 
and diſcovers an Uncertainty of Temper, tha 
zs peculiar to Perſons under ſuch Emotion 
and Diſappointments. Her Apprehenſion 
of his Infidelity, ſeem to be againſt the Grain: 
and ſo unwillingly admitted, ber Entreaties 
pathetical, and her reiterated Adieus cary 
ſuch a Reluctance to put an End to her Letta 
with them, that no one can peruſe it, withou 
giving it the Name of a very artful and wil 
contriv'd Compolition. 
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Ihe ſecond riſes from bare Suſpicions, ino 
downright Complaints; but ſhews ſuch an 4 
dency of Affection while ſhe is maſking then, 
ſuch a perfect Reſignation under her Mia. 
tunes, and gives ſuch endearing Teflimonies 0 
undergoing all Manner of Hardſhips for ber Lo- 


ver s Salbe, as to work us 1p to a - Concern © 

for ber Sufferings, and an Abhorrence of bi 

Falſhood. 5 1 f 
The 


The Preface. 
The third. goes farther than Complaints 


Reaſons, why ber 50% nk bis Infidelity 
re well grounded, =. doe of tr pla 
ners into Matters 75 Fact. ter treating 


im with abundance of — for bis un. 


x order to extricate herſelf out of the 1 
Wics /e is plung d in. 


and ſets aſide all his ſtudy d & — for deſert- 
Fug ber, as weak and ridiculous : And as no- 
ching can be more natural, than her being jea- 
lous ot the French Lady, and her Deſires to 
have her Picture and Diſcourſe ſent to her ; 


cern „e bad for him. 


The fifth ſlews ber in tha uttermoſt Deſj Jour 
dency of Mind, that can be thought pt 


ders 


Wor bis 4bſence, and lays down before us her 


Kind Uſage, and applying to him for Advice, 


The fourth enters into E xpoſtulations ak 
bim for his Severity; furniſhes us with lively 


Ideas of ber Behaviour during bis Abſence, Ii 


a nothing can be more beautifully ſet forth, | 
than bis Appearance when ſhe firſt ſam him 

ride by the Convent, and ber Obſervations of = 
his — at that Jundture, aud the Con- 


2 
1 


ont of Hopes of receiving Love for Love; where» Iþ 
fore After many Struggles with herſelf, ſhe or- 


NE ES 


xꝛii The Preface. 
ders him back the Preſents he had made Ber 
with Deſgn wholly to break off with him, tho 
not without her Defires of his lending her a help 
mg Hand towards bringing this Reſolution to 
Ferfection: And here, as well as in all the other, 
the Periods are ſo happy, the Thoughts ſo 
natural, and the Paſſions ſo exquiſitely wrought, 
that nothing but the ImperfeQtons of the Tran- 
 flator into Verſe, could have robb'd them f 
the Praiſts they have ſo juſt a Claim to the C. 
riginal. N | 


As for the pretended Anſwers that are bound 
up with them in Twelves, and annex d to Sir 
Rogers excellent Tranſlation, there needs no- 
thing but a Compariſon to prove them ſpuriou ;| 
and they are written ſo martifictally, as to [et 
us know at firſt Sight, that tho they have the 
npudence to elbow themſelves into good Cn 
pat, they deſervs to take their Place elſewhere. | 
| *Tis true, they bare the Name of the Chevalier 
Del with them; but they infinitely fall ſhort 
of the Language of a Man of Quality, unleſs 
making fair Promiſes in indifferent Speeches, 
be the Charafteriftick of that exalted Station. 
Whichis a plain Diſcovery of their not being ge- 
muine, ſince, if be had always given ſuch good 
Words to her, as are inſerted in his 2 

: 6 a 
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be would ſcarce have fond Fault with bis W ay 
" Writing to ber after this Mammer; Your 
0 laſt? I am reſolv'd to keep, and to read 
hem over and over, oftner than ever 1 
lid, for fear of a wig ſe. But as this is 


2 altogether to our e, T ſhall leave the | 


eciſion of this gran air to thoſe that ſet 
mp for Judges in ſt 165 doughty Controverfies, 
4 ſet the Reader at Liberty to give his Opi- 
a0 of. what, has been ſo happy (in a more mo- 
% Language) to be approv'd of by the moff 
lelicate and refin'd Wits, that bold their Tri- 
nal, from which there is no Lei, at Will's 
md Tom 5 Coffee houſes. 5 


o 


ry 


4 
8 
— 
— 
SS) 


* 


. 


+ 

4 0 
fourth. 

' 
— - _ rr 


Letter the fifth, 


Letter the ſecond, 
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tter the third, 
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Low without 4 feclation, | [ 
N 

Five LETTERS, from aNux 1 
to 4 CAVALIERN. Dose out 
8 French, isto en wt 


[| 


Levers "the Firſt, 


| H! cold; W Aerea 
oO On! the falſe Hopes, that en Ng U 
That have, like Traytors, you and me — 
And open to the Strokes: of Fortune lay d! 
The Baſin, I for my Soul's Bliſs defign'd, 
Is now become the Torment of my Mind; '} 
A Torment o prodigious, and iateaſe, =» || 
eq the Vakindacb 8 you hence, 


Ble(s 


1 A n 1 
Dy 8 4 
CET ˙ r AE es not reins AS 


. 
Bleſs me but muft this Abſence ever laſt i p. 


An Abſence with ſuch Clouds of Grief o rcd, 


* 


Hat Sorrow can't its Cruelty expreſs, 


And Words are wanting kor its proper Dreſs 
Muſt I no more thoſe beautedus Eyes ſurvey, | 


| Brighter than are the Beams that gild the Day 


Tuoſe Eyes, that with fuck pointed Luſtre mino, 
And have fo ofren chang'd your Love with müde 
*Til ap d with. unſpeakable Delight 
My Soul fuck d in Enjoyment at the Sight,” 
Thoſe Eyes, beyond all human Joys admirth, © 
7 More then ten thoufands World by me deur-d; 
Without whoſe Influence, and friendly Licht, 
Mine had been ſwallow'd up in endlers Night; 
Mine, which at ycur Departure loſt their Uſe, 
And only ſerve to weep for what I loſe ; 


To mourn my widow®d, and abandon'd State, TX 


That hurries. on the fad Approach of Fate. 


8 


932 

And yet, in this Extremity of Pain, 
Methinks I muſt ſome Tendernefs retain; 

Muſt ſome Regard to my Misfortunes ſhow, + 
Since they from your Creation wholly flow... 

iy Life, at the ficſt Sight, to you was vow'd; - 
Ai fince it was not for a Gift allow d, 

Your Suppliant, with the laſt Contentment dies, 
So that you take it for a Sacrifice, 

A thouſand Times a Day my Sighs are ſent 5 
To ſearch you our, but Signs in vain ars ſbent, ] 
And bring no Anſwer to the Wrongs I bear, 

| But Tuch Advice as heightens my Deſpair, 
Fortune, relentleſs Fortune, ev'ry Turn, 
| Crys, Wretched Mariane ceaſe to mourn * tur -it i 
| Delude thy ſelf no more-with Hopes, nor pine. 
In the Purſuit of what will ne er be thing, 
He's gone, he's gone | beyond Redemption gone! 


d. Heis paſe'd the Sear, that thou might'ſt be undone. 
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| Was in the Thoughts of your Actions left; 
[ ; 
| | 


(4) 


= Zn France, dd in Extafies, he lies, 


nd thinks not of thy Sufferings, or b Cries; 
* of thy Fortunes, or thy Man, 
Hs if be fuch a Vom ne er had known. 
But hold.— I'm Miſtreſs of this Comfort * 


You have more Honour than to act ſo ill; 


And fo have I, chan Falthood to admit, 


In one I am ſo much con ernꝰd F acquit. 
Forget me! "Tis impoſlible. My Caſe 

Is bad enough, without a Thought ſo baſe. 
Vain Suppoſitions ſhould not be of Force, 


Jo make what's wretched at the beſt, ſeem worſe... 


Ne, no, the Care and Pains you took to prove 


The Truth, the Strength, and Ardourof your Love; 


And then, the Toys that Care within me wrought, | 
| Auſt never, ch] muſt never be forgot : 
| And ſhould I love you leſs, than when 1 moſt 


In 


In Confidence your Paſſion was the lame, 

I ſhould not now deſerve a Lover's Name. 
Tis ſtrange, thoſe Hours which caus (Belich 5 | 

Should, with their lad Remembrance, thus affright 5. 

And wondrous, and unnat'ral, to furprize, Ba 

Such Bitterneſs from beende ſhould ariſe. » 
Your laſt did ſuch a deep Concern impart, 

And with ſuch Strength of Paſſion fill my Heart, 

As if 'twould force its Paſſage thro? my Tat 

Jo follow where my Fugitives does reſt. 

Three Hours I ſenſeleſs lay, nor could I move ; _ 

Oh | had I. dy'd but then, I'd dy'd of Love | 

But 1 meoves'd. rel d e Grave, 

Only to loſe that Life, you would not ſave, - 

Since there's no Reſt, but ter my Deceaſe; 5 

And without thee, no Interval of Peace. 


This Fit had other accidental Harms; 


I n&er ſhall be without, without your Charms. 


ll (6) 

i l Tn the mean While, I bear em with Content, 

[I Becauſe, from your Unkindneſs they are ſent : 
But, by your Leave, is this a fit Reward ? 

Is this a Recompence for my Regard ? 

| Tho), "tis no Matter, uſe me as you will, 

| | I'll always be approv'd, and conſtant ill 3 

vl Reſolv'd to ſee no perjur'd Man but you, 

E'er ſince your faithleſs Eyes from mine withdrew: 
| Nay, reſt aſſur'd, that you'll no Wrong receive, 

9 I to no other you your Heart ſhould give; 

For certainly, 2 Paſſion under mine, 

Would ne'er content am Avarice like thine. 

Elſewhere, perhaps, more Beauty may be ſeen; 
(Tho' Time waswhin you lik*d my Face and Mein) 
Put Truth, like mine, is 1 where to be found; 
Truth, to which Beauty 's bur an empty Sound. 

This Favour I muſt aſk, that you'll forbear 
hat is impertinent 0 OUP Affair 5 


Nor 


(7) 
uff the Letters, you are pleas'd to write; 
th Matters are unprofitably light 3 
give your Self the Trouble to requeſt 
Inde fit may dwell within my Breaft, 
Wy ? tis ſo firmly, and ſo deeply plac d, 
s not in Nature it ſhould be eras d. 
W of you ! Yes, with anxious Thoughts 1 burn, 


- {Wither muſt I forget your wiſh'd Return, 


e Promiſe which you made of ſetting ſail, 


nd ſojourning ſome Time in Portugal, 


las! ſome Time! a momentary Space F 
ather let it be Life's continw'd Race. 
ould I find Means and Ways, at any Kate, 
d free my Self from this unlucky Grate, 

d ſcarce expecting your Performance ſtand, 
ut, ſpicht of Oppoſition, qurt the Land z 
went of Toils, and Hardſhips I would ren, 


bel, love, and follow you from Sun to Sun. 
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FomGluam'rings of Delight my Thoughts receiv 


To Hull aſleep, and huſh my loud Deſpair. 


So bul / to enſlave a Virgin's Heart, 


C 'q ] 5 
And why to Wooly refolv'd, and bent, 


"000 
Not that I.pleaſe my Self with this Deſign; 


As feaſible to Weaknels like to mine, 


Or any Hopes oi Comfort entertain, 
Tho' in this Cheat, I pleas'd, might cheat my Pain 
But ſince for H ppineſs there is no Room, 
I will be ſenſible of what's my Doom. 7 
Yet all the Preſſutes under which J lie, 
Can't make me this atteſted Truth deny, 


That white Pa writing, by my Brother's Leave, 
Some faint Surprizals for ſome Moments bear, 


Tell me, oh! tell me; J conjure you, fpe ak; 


What made you ſuch induſtrious Meaſures take 
Knowing how ſuddenly we were to part? 


To piunge 32 an $3 Sulph of Diſcontent ? wi 
, x 1 N 


(9) 
J y could yon wot in Quiet led no alt, 
| in my Cloiſter heave a guileleſs Bueaſt, 


x! Did Lever do you any Wrong? 
ut for your Pardon, I prefer my Suit, 
| to you nothing of a Fault impute. 
not in a Condition for Revenge, 
| only Fortune blame, that made you change 5 
Bodies ſhe has parted and divore'd ; 


Eve nothing left to fear; ſly has done her Worf 


Wance of Place our Hearts cannot diſlever,. 


thoſe whom Love unites, are join'd for ever. 
8 you my Peace of Mind or Welfare prize, 
you regard my Life and tender Sighs, 
Intercourſe of Lexreis Lenjoin. | 


1 ] 


d from the dire Enchantment of your Tongue & 


hear of your good Health's to ſtrengthen mine, 
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To know your Heart, your Fortunes to review, A 


And viſit once again this loneſome Dome. 


Fool that I am! to talk at ſuch a Rate, 


The Pains will turn to Pleaſure, I endure. 
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Write often; for methinks it is my Due 


And to be told your Care t inform rue too. 


But oh! whate'er you do, be ſure to come 


Fail not, above all Things, to let me ſee as 

The Author of my Miſeries in thee. 
Alien. Yet cannot I this Paper quit. 

Oh! that I could but come inſtead of it, 


And with for Bleſſings are deny'd by Fate. 
Adieu; for I no longer can indite ; 

Grief checks my Pen, and blurs the Words I wiitt, 
Adieu. Let me your plighted Faith ſecure ; 
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LET TTE K b N 
H E Diff rence does it ral fo much reveal, 


| 


bat if you meaſure one by vother 8 Flame, 


Betwixt the Love I write, and Love I faul, 


ell deferye a. ruin'd Creature 8 N: ame, 

| what 2 State of Happineſs oh gain, 
veſted of the Wrongs that cauſe my Pain, | 
pull * but jud ge my Paſſion by your on, 
id by the Strength of bout, make mine be known 


that, I now perceive, is not to LY 


[Method to be ura by you and me. | 8 


Let, that I may "ot my Sexes Charter loſe, 
t Woman? 8 Priviled ge with Freedom uſe, 


nit me to ſpeak roundly in your Ear, 


hat tho you love me e not, you' re 200 ſevere; 3 


Y 2 
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1 
Toufre barb ros, and in Cruelty compleat, 
One that loves you, inhumanly to treat. 5 
Tm quite beſide my ſelf, of Senſe bereft, - 
To ſee Pm thus forgot, and thus am left 3 
And twill as little for your Credit be, 
As it redounds to my Tranquility, 
If I fo much to paſt Enjoyments owe, 
Not to reproach you with the Faults know, 
Vet it's to Reaſon, and to Juſtice due, 
To ſet my Miferies within your View. | 
The Moment you reſolv'd to take your Lean 
Ifaw foreboding what I now muſt grieve, 1 
| Weak Woman as I was! that after this = 
Should fink in Expe#ation $ vaſt Abyſs ! q 
Your Truth and Honour by your Face ſhould { h 
Or th you juſter than another Man, 
Wh Becauſe I bad an undiſputed Right 
4 i | 6 claim that Faith which now has took 15 
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(13) 


And ſo tranſcendent an Affection bore, 


As never any Woman had before. i; tt 
| No, no; ſeduc d by Levity and Hate, 


You're made unjuſt, as you are made ingrate ; 


Your nelination renders you my Foe, 


When nothing can oblige, that does not ot From. i it 
ow. 


Nay, ev'n your Love would no. Diſtinction N 

If it from mine its Riſe ſhould barely take ; 
Hapleſs I ſhould remain, no \Bleſſingsprove, wy 

| Since *rwould be more like Gratigude, than Loves 


Kn! 4 


But ſo far am I from that vain Pretence,, 


IT 


That ev'n the Suppoſition” 's baniſh'd hence. Tp 
Love mel The very Thought avoids my 7 Mind! 

Love me! when ſix long Months Pack b. ind, 
And not one Line or Syllable isfent, 


2 
* 44 414 


To tl how thoſe Arrears of Time are ſpent | 
This to the Blindneſs of mx Paſſion” 's due, 


TIF £4 


| 


ie! might have foreſeen you'd be I 


| C4) 


Might provillently in my Breaſt have caſt, 


How ſhort my Toys; how long 1 my Love ſhould ak; 

One for a Moment, t other to the Date 

Of Life, that's lengthen'd out too long by F ate, 

For, mby ſhould I ima gine, or ſuppoſe, 

I T hat you in Portugal your Life would cloſe ? 

Would foreign Climes and Kin gdoms always ſee 

And leave your Country and Eſtate, for me 2 

Alas! wy. Sorrows cannot be relievd; 

The mort 1 think of you, dhe more Pa erer 
The Mem' ry of paſt Joys, augments my Pain, 


And ſwells 1 me with freſh Matives to complain! 
But muſt my Hopes, my fav'rite Wiſhes die, 
| Blaſted, and overturn by Deſtiny 7 1 
WV by not I live, nase Chance unheeded falls, 
To ſee and claſp you: zound within theſe Walls? 


7 


1 


Again turreß the Charmer o'er aud ve, 


| Tranſported and entrang'd as heretofore? | Bit | 


But how I fool my Self! for now IA 
he Paſſion which has ſeiz d upon my Mind, 


aſt; 
Ind cn my Side, impatient of Controul,- 


ofſeſs'd my Body, and engroſs'd my. Soul, 


hid, on your Part, from ſome looſe Pleaſures riſe 3 
K Love that with thoſe Pleaſures lives and dies. 
When the bleſs'd Minutes handed down the Joy, 
Vhen Love did with it ſelf; ic ſelf deſtroy, 
W'hen,then ſhould Reaſo n,and ſhould Fudzmant plead, 


Ind Iſoderation Curtain-Ledtures read, 


o guard and keep me from the dire Exceſs, 


if Ind tell thoſe After pangs; Which now oppteſs. 7 | | 
But oh! too much on you my Thoughts were 
? ( bent! K. 


was not in Condition to repent, 
Pr to attend the Care of my Repoſe, 


Ur think what Pain from too much Pleaſur flows,- 


52 


acontinent, and eager to improve 


our moſt endearing, Laſtances of Love. 


BY 


4 | Than drop your deat Remembrance for a Cure. 


(18) 
Too much your Preſence had took up my Heart, 
To make me think that you and I could part ; 


And yet by Fits I've told you now and then, 


When Love lay panting to recruit agen, 
That I this luckleſs cruel Hour ſhould = 
And that you'd certainly my Ruin be. 
But theſe Surmiſes into Shadows fled ; 


I pleas'd my Self to think em falſely made; 


| Glad to give up my Perſon to you” Arms, 


And conquer'd by your Vows, your Oaths, ant 
( Charms, 
I ſee what ſwift Expedient would redreſs 
The Weight of Injuries, that on me preſs ; 
And that I quickly fhowld my Pains remove, 


Could I my certain Ruin ceafe to love. 


But oh! that would be far from giving Eafe ; 


The Remedy were worſe than the Diſeaſe. 


III rather all Extremities endure, 


No. 


(and 


or could I, though I would Endeayours uſe. 


5 


orget that Image you would make me loſe. 
Tis what ne'er enter d yet within my Thought 3 | 
Though, could you be forgot, twere not a Fault. | 
Fut, is not your Condition moſt agcurs'd ? 
nd, of our two Misfortunes, much the worſt * 
Were you not better what I ſuffer bear, 
Scorch'd with a F lame that's fierce, as tis ſincere, .. 
Than French, Coquets of Miſtreſſes careſs,  _ | 
Who, nor my Paſſion, nor my Truth expreſs ? 
ruin not the cold Indifcence which you thew, 
[Can make me 1 abjectly mean a and low, 
As I with Fug, ſnould thoſe Pleaſures view; 
No, they're ſo; faint, my Pity s rather due. 
Uſe all your Artifices, faithleſs Man, 


dare you to ſorges me if you can; 


For Jam much deeeiv'd, or elſe Pve found 


Such Meaſures as will et Mem'ry found 5 " 
"0 ) 3 acts V1 


I 2nd T fuch odd digjointed Anſwers mak, 
. | They think me downright mad with whom 1 ſpeak: A 
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(18) 
Will work with ——— 
And never let you reſt till we are join'd: 
Nay, more, this Inflant L for all I know, 
Perhaps, may be leaſt wretcfied of the two, 
Since Cares with 4rocations are deſtroy d, 
And I am moſt at £aſe, fince moſt enploy d. 
My Sifters in the Convent, are fo kind, 
That for their Door-keeper Tam affign'd; - 


So much Co nfufion does it ſelf diſplay, _* 

I know not what I do, nor what I ſay. L 

And ſure the Convent have their Senſes loft, ” | 

Or they had ne'er on me conferr this Poſt 1” 
Bow poor E mannel's and Franciſco's Fate | 

Does Envy in my lab'ring Breaſt create 

Why cannot I, like them, your: Liv'ry wear, 


n 
Eleſsd with your Sight, as thoſe two- Foot-men 


Without 


(29 

out Diſpute, T mould obey Command; 
Abe as faithful, and as near at hand, 
ce among worldly Bleſſings, there is none 
precious, as the Sight of you alone. 
However, ſince of this no Grant can be, 5 15 
eg, chat you vouchfafe to think of me; 
nd Pm contented (to this Paſs I'm brought): 
o fill an empty Pace within your Thought. 
t "tis Queſtion L eannot decide, 
ſhether or no 1 ſhould be fatisfy dl? 
or 1 remember, though that Scene's remov -d, 
nen you and I ineteviryiDay, and lov'd, 
ſcarce had held i Tem er fortefigt'd,,. 

r would have been within thefe Bounds confin'd; 
But you have taught me ſince, and I fubwit, 

d 0 hate ier you diſtate, or think fit. 

lean while, 1 do not in the leaſt repent 

be Time Pee in this fruiteſs Paſſion ſpent: 


— 


Nay, 


on ne 4 * . Go , born * 
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(20) 
Nay, more, fince I the Sweets of Love have try 
vm well enough content I'm drawn aſide. 
Tour Abſence, though diſdainful and unkind, 
And for Eternity perhaps defi igwd, 


Does not the Vigor of my W 19 700 
Which L will freely to the World declare &. 
For I'll not hide what Tam proud to ſhew, 
Nor make a Secret of what all ſhall know. .. 
'Tis true, ſome Things irregular I've done, 
And from the Rules of Decency have run; | 
From Vertue's Laws, and from good Manners Aa 
Eager ta ſeek what Maidens ſhould eyade: .4 
Yer in my very Crimes, ſome. Pride zue 4 951621 
Becauſe they were committed for your Sake- 


To ſerve a Paſſion to its Criſu wrought,,.,,..., 
And to th? eztreameſt Point of Life extend; RR 


Love that with my Life mult only end, Th 1 


(1 


Fhiok not 1 mention this, to make my Touch: | 


pen it down, a Letter to extort. 
ite otherwiſe with me the Matter ſtands, 
Il have nothing like it from your Hands 3 


not a Meſſage, preſent, or a Word, 

leſs it reach me of your own accord, 

d, in a manner, abſolutely flow, 

ted from you, whether you would fend of no, o 
If you may be with the Reflexion pleas'd, 

at youre from the Fatigue of Writing eas d, 
me ſome Satisfaction it ſhall give, 

at I excuſe th' Unkindneſs I receive; 

I am wonderfully much inclin'd 

be leaſt Occaſion of Excuſe to find. 

A French-man, that had Charity, this Morn, 
entertain a Wretch like me forlorn, 

nd hold me in Diſcourſe at leaſt three Hours, 

Ys, Fance has made a Peace with hoſtile * A 


if 


11 


(62 
If it be true, why not a Viſit pay d. 
And I from my Impriſonment convey'd ?* 
Why, do I not to eu my Freedom owe, 

And tra vol with you whereſoe er you go? 
But I cannot ſo much Attraction plead, 

To force you againſt Nature to proceed; 

And ſo my wayward Deſtiny decrees, . | 

My Motions are directed as you'pleaſe ; * 


Nor 1s my Love, nor can it ever be 


Dependent on your Way of treating me. 


Since you forſook me, Health is with you flow, =... 


I not one ſingle Minutes Eaſe have known, 
Nor any other Pleaſure, but what came 
From the bewitching Accents of your Name, 
Which with my Sighs I to che Winds convey, 
And call upon a thouſand Times a Day. 
Some of my fellow Nuns, that know my Caſo, . 


And who has been the Cauſe of my Dilgrace, . } 


Of 


(23) 


Delude'my Cares, and puſh them fm mv jew, N 


Often with a Diſcourſe concerning you; 


While I, as cloſe as Time permits me, dwell, | 
and recolle& my Self within my Cell; 

Which is by ſo much more eſteem'd and dear, 

By how much you have made me Viſits there, 
f Your Picture always in my Sight has ſtood, 
And I regard it dearer than my Blood, — 


The very Copy fome Content ſupplies : 
But ch ! the Fears and Horrors that ariſe U 
When I conſider, thoughtful to my Coſt, 
r Original's perhaps for ever loſt, 
| But it's beyond a Poſſibility 

Ev n to be poſſible that this can be, 


That 1 muſt ne'er a gain thoſe Eyes explore 3 
Ne'er entertain thoſe Lips, or ſee you more. 


Muſt I in this abandon'd State remain ? 


1 * 


a The very Apprebenfion wurns wy Brain. 


Door 


( 24) 


Poor Moridne ! But my Spirits fail —— 


Oh ! call ſcarce out- live this mournful Tale. 
. Mercy from thoſe Abodes where Mercies dwell | 


Mercy from Heav'n I aſk | Farewel, farewd, 
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LzTTER the Thud. 


T O whataLength muſt my Misfortunes run ? 
Or what will you adviſe me ſhould be done? 


How ſtrangely all my Expectations fail! 


Where are the Letters from you by the Mail ? 


The long kind Letters ſhould the Seas have * 


And which I waited for by ev? ry Poſt, 


| To keep me living (though I live in Pain) 


In the falſe Hopes of ſeeing you again, . 


And in the Confidence which Love allows 


Of your ſtrict Juſtice, and your Faithful Vows, 
10 fix me in ſome fort of a Repoſt, 


Without b'ing ſunk in Wrongs, and drown'd in 


( Woes; 
Without b'ing foro d to catch at fatal Schemes, 


01 puſh'd on inſupportable Extreams ? 
85 | . | One? 


1 
Once had I form'd a Thought within my Breaſt, I In 


An idle Thought, that flatter'd me with Rel, 4 

| To be my own Phylician in the Caſe, . A 
And ſuffer Reaſon to regain its Place, It 
Could I but once allure my Self forgot, 2 N 
Or be convinc'd of Truths Fd rather not. | 5 7 


The long, long Diſtance , which has both BOY 
Certain devout Impulſes of the Mind; 
The Fear leſt Health ſhould totally decay, 

J And, made by Cares imperfect, melt away; 
Th' improbable Appearance of Return, 
The Coldneſs of your Paſſion while 1 burn, 
Th' affected Fondneſs of your laſt Adieus, 
The frivolous Pretences | you could uſe : 
\ Theſe, with a thouſand, needleſs to relate, 
Motives of much leſs Profit, than of Weight ; | 
| All, all cancurr'd to make the Cure deſigwd, 

If this Cure would neceſſary ind. 


7) 

In ſhort, fince all Things with theſe Motlves clos d, 
And nothing but my Self, my Self oppos'd, 
Aſſur'd of Help, and certain of Redreſs, 
It was not in my Pow'r to doubt Succeſs ; 
Nor was it in the Reach of Thought, to fear 
The Load of Grief, which I this Moment bear. 

Alas! how wretched is my mournful State, 
When you not ſhare the Sorrows you create, 
Wholly contract the Guilt, but will not join 


Thoſe Suff 'rings to divide are wholly mine ! 


It ſtrikes me to the Soul's extreameſt Part, - 
And almoſt burſts the Fibres of my Heart, 
Leſt you ſo unmindful of my Torments grown, 
Never affected Toys we both have known. 
Yes, yes, 'tis plain to leſs diſcerning Eyes, 


Your whole Addreſs was nothing but Diſgiiſe; 


Nothing but Art to bring my Ruin on, 


And counter feited Love, to render me undone, 
E 2 | Oft 
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Oft as your Extaſies of Tongue have ſnewn, 


And ſpoke your Joys for finding me alone, 

So oft was I, poor Innocent! betray' d, 

Fond to be caught in Snares I might evade; 

Eager to think pretended Paſſions tue, 

And that your Tranſports from Affection grew; 

When, but for my importunate Deſires, | 

Lou nev*r had feign'd a Warmth which Lon re- 
(quires. 

Vour's was a fludy*d meditated Cheat, 

Deliberately fram'd for my Defeat, 

To fool me with Enjoyment, and its End, 

To make a Conqueſt, not to make a Friend; 

To triumph o'er a Heart no Strength ſecures, 

Without engaging or endang'ring Yours. 


Are you not then e miſled, 


At leaſt ill-natur'd, not to [ay ill bred, 
So wretched a Requital to defign 


To Friendſhip ſo ſuperlative as mine ? 
Who 


(29) 
Who could his Mind ſo much of Thought diveſt, 
To think my Love could not have made you bleſt ? 
'Tis for your Sake I'm griev'd, and yours alone, 
If I lament for Joys you might have known ; 

For infinite Delights you neꝰer had loſt, 

Had you but thought Poſſeſſion worth the Colt. 
Ah! did you underſtand theſe Joys aright, 

And were you not a Novice in Delight, 

A mighty Diſproportion you would ſee 

B-twixt obliging and abuſing me; | 

Scrwixt the Pleaſures which we both purſue, 


Of loving as] love, or being lov'd like you ! 


Such Crowds of reſtleſsThoughts my Soul dict, 
{ know not what I am, nor what I act; 
As what Pd wiſh for, from my Knowledge flies, 
And Thought it ſelf, ſuppreſs'd by thinking, dies; 
While J, by thouſand different Motions torn, 


0 A Life beyond Conception wretched mourn 5 BAG ED 
E 3 „ Sine 


| 
| 
: 
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That your falſe Heart was half ſo true as mine; 


Could I believe your nightly Thoughts oppreſs'd 


| Your Eyes ſtill flowing, and ſtill fraught with Tears 


1 Diſdainful of its ſelf, and hating Light. 


. Or Grief inceſſant furniſh me with Death. 4 


(30) 
Since Love ſo fiercely fans the growing Fire; 
Thar Death alone can make this Love expire; 
And yet fo tender, tho? ſo ſtrong's the Flame, 
T ſcarce can wiſh your Paſſion was the ſame, 


Or dare requeſt the Grant from Powers divine, 
Felt half the Torments, which collected reign 


Within my Breaſt, that's made the Seat of Pain. | 
Theſe Hands ſhould give a Period to my Breath, 


Like mine, with anxious Doubts, and Want cf Ref, 
Your Days, like mine, diſturb'd with endleſs Fears, 
All Things and People odious to your Sight, 


Alas l. my Sorrows are at ſuch a Height, 


I bend, and al moſt fink beneath their Weight! BA 
Cao Make ow = 
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ow then ſhould I a fre Addition bear; 

nd with my own, ſupport your Weight of Care? 

vurs, which a thouſand greater Loads would give, 

ind weigh down the Misfortunes which I grieve. 

And yet, theſe wretched Moments 1 beguile, 

nable all this long, long tedious While, 

0 bring my ſelf t' adviſe you to refrain 

All farther Thoughts of me, to ſhun my Pain; 

Ind ſtill, the Truth with Freedom to declare, 

here's nothing can affect you where you are; 

othing can Pleaſure or Delight impart, 

Ur ſeem to gain th? Approaches of your Heart; 

Eut J turn jealous of a Sudden, leſt 

Theſe powerful Rivals blot me from your Breaſt. 
I know not why I flill am writing on 5. 

perhaps you'll pitty me when all is done. 

But what Advantage will that Pirty give ? 


Keep it, I'll no ſuch worthlels Gift receive. 
| 5 Let 


() 
Let other Objects your Compaſſion prove; 
E have no Room for any Thing, but Love. 
Oh] how I hate my felf, when 1 review | 
What I have forfeited to pleaſure you ! 
Of Reputation I no longer boaſt, 
And to my Parents Love am wholly loſt ; 
Expos'd to a Tribunal, that allows 
No Mercy for a Virgin's win Vows, 
Who cloifter'd Chaſlity perpetual ſwears, 
Yet violates the ſacred Veil ſhe wears: 
Laſtly, to your Ingratitude, the work 
Of all Misfortunes, and the moſt accurs'd. 
But why do I pretend to a Remorſe, 


Or ſigh for taking this unhappy Courſe, 

When at this very Inſtant, while I write, | 
My Soul would take a wonderful Delight, | 
Had I ten thouſand greater Hazards run 


Fer your dear Sake, more wretched and undone #3 


(33) 


\; for the Danger of my Life and Fame, 


r which, tho? you are very much to blame, 

e Thought on't does my Faculties employ, 

nd renders me a kind of doleful Joy. 

or are. theſe Loſſes, which I undergo, 

ore than a Sacrifice I juſtly owe, 

Lore than ſurtend'ring what I ſhould reſtore, - 

nd giving up thoſe Rights were yours before, 

nee what is held moſt precious in my Sight, 

bmits to your Diſpoſal as its Right; 

either am I aſſur'd, when all is ſaid, 

Vhere all theſe Riſks could have been better paid. 
Upon the Whole, my Mind ſuch Loathings ſeize, 
© Things or Thoughts occur, but what diſpleaſe ; 5 
ating what's preſent; I deteſt what's paſt, _ ' 
ly Love and my Misfortunes give Diſtaſle; : 

\nd een what's more afflicting to my View, 


WF cnt think my (elf well 6d by you. | 
$ | 2 Let | 
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Yet ſull I live (oh ! fathleſs and forſo or) 

Af ter an Age of Wrongs ſo baſely worn; 

Live to drag on a Life that dreads the Grave, 1. 

And take leſs Pains to loſe it, than to fave, - tho 

Why ceaſe I then to die of Shame, and part- 
With Life, for mere Deſpondency of Heart, 


To ſhew the ſame Diſorders written there, 


That in theſe melancholy Lines appear ? 
Had I but lov'd you, as I made Pretence 
A thouſand times before you journey'd hence, 
Ber this, the Grave my Ruins had enclos'd, * 
And I long ſince in Death's Embrace repos'd. 
But I have cheated you with ſpecious Tales, 
And Juſtice on your Side now turns the Scales; 
While you alone have Reaſon to complain : 
Alas why did you the Complaint refrain ? 
Why were your Wrongs not openly diſplay d ? 


Your Injuries before their Author laid? = þ 


(33 
not theſe Eyes, importunate for Stay, 


1 not left, and hopeleſs all remain, 
thouc 4 Thought of ſeeing you again ? 

d yet, thel.: Hopes departed, I ſuxvive, 
xd to all Life's Enjoyments, yet alive 
was the ſole Contriver of th Abuſe, 
d turn Petitioner for your Excuſe ; 

t do not grant it-tho?, for this Appeal, 


at me with what Severities you will: 


e your ſelf yet much harder to comply; 


ite Word, chat for your Sake you'd have me die. 


us dire Injunction I conjure you ſend, 


d, in the fatal Office, be my Friend; 


Dil ad teach me to ſurmount my feeble Sex, 


Il me my Paſſion's unreſolv'd and weak; 


Punkindeſt Things which you an think of, ſpeak £ 


ars to diſpel, which Womens Minds perplex, 


That 


(36 
That, Spight of all its Weakneſs, I may dare 
End all Inquietude by deep Deſpair. 

A tragical Concluſion may avail, 
When other Arguments and Projects fail; 
And this undoubtedly d a Motive be | 
T induce you to retain ſome Thoughts of me; 
- Productive of Opinions leſs ſevere, 
And make my Mem'ry to your Mem'ry dear, 
Who knows, but your Unkindneſs may rekt, 


Prevail'd upon. to take another Bent, 


From the Remembra nce- of a Death ſo brave, 
So glorious, that it muſt my Mem'ry ſave:? 
A Death beyond Compariſon prefzr'd, 

Before that Life your Abſence has impair'd. 


Farewel then —. Oh! that I'd n 
i 


But what my Pen affirms, my Soul denies; 
For at this Moment, while I write, I feel, 


That I could rather chuſe to love you fill, 


68 
In any State of Mis'ry, than agree | 
Barely to think unſeen, what I could ever ſes, | 
Wherefore, fince yon will no Aſſiſtance lend, 
Nor help repair the Fortune you might mend, 
With utmoſt Refignation, I ſubmit- | 
To the worſt Accidents, which you think fit. 
Adieu. — But farſt with this Requeſt comply, 
And promiſe me, that if through Grief I die, 
You'll have ſome Tenderneſs for my Remains; 
Some Senſe of my paſt Suff rings, and my Pains. 
But, if this F avour cannot be poſſeſs'd, 5 
And Mercy ics your unrelenting! Breaſt, 
Promiſe, at leaſt, that this my eitrons Blame, | 
Shall make you ev'ry Thing beſides diſclaim, 

So pcor 'a.Grant this Comfort will afford, be 
That though you be not to my Arms reſtor'd ; 
1 nough never Mariane's, 'twill ſuffice, 


ines you can never be another's Prize. 


(38 
You cannot be ſo cruelly ſevere, 
Meanly to miſemploy my ſad Deſpair, 

To gain freſh Hearts by letting others ſee 
What an Exceſs of Pow'r you've over me. | 
Adieu. Too long my tireſome Letters laſt, | 
And tedious in Complaigt, may give Diſtaſte; 
= But you'll, I hope, forgive them, and diſpenſe 
With | one, for Love of you, devoid of Senſe, | 
Adieu. — Methinks top often I repeat 

The known Diſaſters of my mournful State. 


— Permit me now to act a grateful Part, 


And thank you from the Bottom of my Heart ; 
For all the Vrongs in which I plung'd am left, 
F or all my Miſeries, which are all your Gift, 
And loath that Peace of Mind I always knew, 
Til known to its moſt dear Diſtober, you 


(3990 
My Paſſion ev'ry Moment gains Increaſe, 
As your Indiff rence heightens what ſhould ceaſe, 
Adjeu, — My Pen, though I no Reſt mu take, 
| Oh | what a World of Things I've yet to ſpeak 1. 
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LETTER the Fourth. 


J* told by your Lieutenant, you were toſs'd 
By ſtormy Weather on Agarve's Coalt ; 


And very apprehenſive, that the Sea 
Does with your Conſtitution, diſagree. 5 7 


| Theſe Fears, for Hazards which you daily run, 


1 Make me almoR forget ful of my own. 


7 


Can ycu imagine your Lieutenant more 
a 


* 


Concern'd than me, that you were forc'd a-hore? 
If not, how comes it he's inform'd fo well, 


And not one Word directed to my Cell? 


Ah! were you not appriz d of Meaus to write, W 
A . | | : 21 * : - 
Since you went hence, and took your haſty Flight? h. 
I'm wretched, and by lucklefs Stars abus'd ; 


But more uni:appy were thoſe Means ref d. Bar Bef, 


. 5 1 v -- g * 
1 4T ; 


But who could hope for a more proſp'rots Fate, 3 


From one that's ſo unjuſt, and ſo ingrate? 

And yet, would break my Heart, ſhould Pow'rs 
(divine 

Afflict you on the leaſt Account of minie ; 

Puniſh the wilful Breach of Vows you've made; 

Or, for my Sake, hutl Vengeance on your Head; 

For I take greater Pleaſure and Delight, 

To gratify my Kindneſs, than my Spight. 


Nothing can clearex;''or more plain appear, 
Than that you never held my Perſon dear; 


x carg what deſp'rare Methods I purſue ; © 


And yet Pm Fool enough to care for you 3 | 1 
To follow the Perſwafions of a Mind e 
O.ſcur'd by Paſſion, and perverſiy blind z = " | | 


Which, deaf to Demonſtration, Meaſures takes, 
In Oppoſition to what Reaſon ſpeaks. N eee 


Oh! had J then your cold Indiff 'rence known, "2 | 


Bü kfure Acquaintance to this Height was grown; 
1 F 5 Fefole 
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Before we were at firſt together brought, 

You'd ſav'd me many a tormenting Thought! 
But where's the Woman breathing, in my Place, 
Would not have been in the ſame deſp'rate Caſe ?. | 
Would-not have what Pve acted, freely done, 
And the ſame Riſques, for the ſam? Perſon run? 
Who would have ever queſtion'd Want of Truth, 
In ſo much Importunity and Youth 2 

In Words ſo kind, and ſeemingly ſincere, 
Where .trt, like Hs did fo much appear 2 ; 
Wich much Reluctance, we Suſpicions frame, 
Injurious to their Credit, and their Fame, 
Whoſe Faith our Love inelines us to believe, 
And renders unaccuſtom'd to deceive. 

I know, for all the afflicting Pangs I've born, 
You think a flight Excuſe will hs your Turn; 
Will expiate your Crime of going hence; 


And I'll e'en kindly /ave you that Expence ; rat 


( 43.) 


ſe you from what mult needs increaſe your Faults | 


e Toil of ſearching for a proper Thought; 


e little Fallacies you muſt invent, 


telling you, that I ſhall ne'er conſent, 

to conclude you erim'nal, or admit 

f Guilt 3 but that I may the Guilty quit, 

ich infinite Delights may feaſt my Senſe, 

nd hug my Wrongs, in pard'ning your Offene; 
being cheated into a Belief, | 


dub re not the fatal Author of my Grief, 


To your afeduow Converſation's due, 

lat mine was once agreeable to you; 

v your ft Nuſion, that my Soul's 3nflam'd; 

1! holds a Fire unconquer'd and untam'd; 

0 your well-natur'd. T aer, that Pm charm'd; 


or Oaths and Vos, that I'm in Love confirm'd, 


it twas my own-precipitate Deſire, 


eme tothoſe Height, fromwhence] can't retire; 


aſe And 


(44) 

And what's be final Iffae, that muſt cſs e- 
Beginnings, *vhich fo promiſing arofe, 1 er 
But Sighs, and Tears, Diſquiets, and Diſtreſs 1 
Nay, e'en the worſt of Deaths; without Redreſs; 


Without one Beum of Hope to intervene, 
Or Glimmering to dart through che gloomy Bette N 

The Pleaſures of my Love, I own, have wrough 
With moſt ſurprizing Tranſports on my Thought 
But have been followed with fuch Clouds of Wos, al 
No Tongue can'rightly ſpeak, or Pen diſeloſe, ⁶ä 
As what proceeds from you, | muſt always e's ce, 


Ok moſt exceſſive Force, to work on me. . 
Had L, more ſparing of my free Conſent, 
To your Addreſs ſeem'd o3ſtinately bent: [ 
Or any Thing, to ſour your Temper, done, 3 bh 
Or rais'd your Fakoinſy/ te draw y ou : 130 Yea 
Had I gone any crafty, ſubtle Way, to 

2 48 


To work you to a Cyiſis by Delay 3 


* 


Chech 


(45 


dd the Compliance riſing in my Breaſt, 


| growing Inclinations had ſuppreſsd; 

7 &en theſe Methods would have been in vain). 
might have had ſome Colour for Diſdain.; | 

ne plauſible Excuſe to take this Courſe, 
exert your Power, and ſhew its manly Force.” 

But 1 ſo little what you ſought, deny'd, 

at, without Oppoſition, I comply 'd 8 

alk d, prevented the Devoirs you pay d, 

}, on my Side, the firſt Advances made; 
with ſuch awful Grace, and Charms ſo ſtrong, 
ur Perſon conquer'd me before your Tongue; | | 
d you no ſooner had your Love declar'd, 


t I with Extaſies your Paſſion heard, 


You at that Juncture, cruel and unkind, 


as Maſter of your Sigh, though I was lind; 
"Could 


x 
— 


nender'd up my. ſelf, and entertain d ent vi N 


ren] Ardour for the, Warmth you feignd. if SG CL 
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Could ſee with what 2 Rapture and Surprize, 


Wit 
I ſuck'd Temptation in at Ears and Eyes. 
| me 
Why would you then permit me to proceed, 
| at 1 


And fan thoſe Flames, that on my Vitals feed, 
Which ſuch Exttavigance of Love allow, | 
To make me wretched, as Pin render d now? 

Why would you r ais me forward, and eajole 
My Paſlion to this Cent of Sꝗꝓ,j 
This ſtrange Privation of abandon'd Senſe,  - © 

Needleſs for one of your Indifference E: © 


You knew full well, that you from bene 7 
And ſheuld not always live in Portugal ; 
That France your Place of Reſidence ſhould pro 
Conſcious of this your Flight from me and Love 
Why muſt I then be fingPd from the reſt, 
To be the Sport of Fortune, and your Jeſt? 
A laſting Warning for defenceleſs Hearts, 


And pitch'd on for the Talk of all theſe Wies 
it 


(47) 
Without Diſpute, this Country does afford 
nen with more prevailing Beauty ſtor' d. 
at * proper for your Ve, 


a poor, innocent undone Keeluſe, 

d would to your coſe Purpoſes be true. 
long as they could keep you in their Ver 
leſs of Grief dmwoderate for your Sake. 

W Hearts that would-for you Departure break :. 
Fl whom you might with Fuſtice have forſooky 
ithout the leaſt Occaſion for Rebuke; 

ithout being tax'd of Falſhood, or accus'd 
dated Tis, or Faith abs dl. 
this the Symbol of a Lover's State? 
Perſecution of a. Tytant's Hate? 

d yet, whatever can he ſaid or done, 

al to my Repoſe, you boſe your own; 

rego that Quiet which true Love ſecures, 
* Lin deſtroying me, deſtroy what's vor. 


Oye, 


But 


(480 
But you are juſt as eaſy, I perceive 'S 
Ill Things of my Behaviour to believe, | 
As I your Conduct am induc'd to clear, 
And think your Actions better than they are, 
Ah!] did your Love with half that Fierceneſs ſi 
Or ſhew thoſe ardent Fires areſhewn by mine! 


At this mean Rate you'd deer withdrawn 
Nor had we parted on ſuch eaſy Terms! E. 
I through much greater Obſtacles had paſs'd;/ 
Without the leaſt unkind Reflexion caſt; 166046 
To cerſure your Injuſtics, or upbraid ' 
Your Want of Gratitude for Thanks unp#y'd; 1 
*Tis true, your Reaſons were-moſt wondrous # 
And you for an Excuſe were much to ſeek; 41 
But had they been the ſtrongeſt could be brough 
The ſage Reſult of moſt laborious Thought, 
I had been che ſame, Death only hold fl" 


Your Channs, and tear me from your ſtrict Emb'® 


(049) 


This your Return to France, was mere Pretence ; 


A Sham contriv'd to guild your Flight from hence, 
F om! to conceal the Cruelty you'd tude, 
There was a 22 thither bound, you cry'd. 
Was this an Argument of proper Force ? ? 
Why did it not. without you take its unt 
Steer to its Port defign'd, without * ? 
But your Relations ſent for you away. 


You are no Stranger to the Treatment, ſure, N 


Which I from mine inceſſantly endure ;. 
Which, for your Sake, I fink beneath, and groan, 
Oppreſs'd with Injuries I dare not own. 
tour Honour too (forlooth) engag's Jour Flight 3 
Honour that's always urg'd in Love's Deſpight. 5 
Why did you not that. Secuple then al: ign, 
Wheiyou deluded me to forfeit mine? 
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Well, — zue. you muſt return to ſerve * Prince. 


As, if bis Majeſty d have = Offence ; 


pet ac” r 1 
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Had 


K 

- Had you excus'd your ſelf in that Affair, 

And aſxꝰd Permiſſion to have tarry'd here; 

For ] can't learn, from all th! Accounts I've read, 

That of your Service he has any need, 

But Things had gone too proſp'rœis on my Side, 

Had you and I together liv'd and dy'd, ; 
Tho? {ill this Conſolation I poſſeſs 

In theſe Anxieties and fad Diſtreſs, 

Which to Intemperance of Anguiſh grows, 

And from our deadly Separation flows 5 

That I was never faithleſs or untrue, 

Or acted, as you've dealt by me, by you; 

Nor though I could the whole Creation gain, 

Fay Soul ſhould ne'er admit ſo black a Stain. 

| Yet can you thus, that know my inmoſt Soul 

Abhorrent of a Praſtice that is foul, 

That of its Tenderneſs appriz'd have been, 

| And its Concern for your Well-being ſeen ? 


(). 
Can you, diveſled of Regard, reveal! 
No Senſe of what all other Breaſts would ke ch 
Or Andi in your obdurate Heart, to . 
Thele Arms, and from my- Sight for ever tun 5 
Leave me expos'd to all the Fears that wait 


On ſuch a wretched and abandon'd S, 


Take Notice, I enjoin you to refrain, 

Even the very Thoughts of me again, 

Only but when I'm made a Sacrifice 

To ſome new Flames, that from new Beauties riſe. 
My Love, you fee, hasturn'd my very Brain, 

Yet I not of its Violence complain; 

For I'm ſo much accuſtom'd and ind 

To Tyranny, from Ills fo long endur'd, 1 tes 

That ſome Diſcoveries from my Suff*rinzs rife I 

And I my very Perſecutions prize, | 

Since they a kind of ſecret Pleaſure give, 


Ca Which I would never be without, and lives 
G 2 Which 


Þ 
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Which I, amidſt a thouſand Wrongs,. enjoy, 
While I, in 2 loving you, my Soul employ. 


The moſt afflicting Part of my Diſtreſs 


And Grievance, that concerns me to Exceſs, - 
, the Diſguſt, which from this Paſſion came, - 
For every Thing but you, chat · wears a Name. 


My Friends, my Kindred, and the Convent's grown 


Loath'd by thoſe Eyes, that ſeek for von alone z 
And whatſoe'er I'm fore'd to ſee or doz 
Turns hateful to my Sight and F ancy too . 
| 1 My Thoughts ſo very apprehenſi ve prove, 

So jealous of the leaſt Neglect in Love, 


bl That they by yours would have my Actions ſquar't! 


And to you all my Duties bzar Regaid. 


There's not a Moment from your Service fpent, 


But with it introduces Diſcontent, 


Adds freſh Diſquiets to my former Load, 


Fe Or Time that's either oft or miſbeſtow?d. 


Ha fret 


G 


2 


Hatred and Love diſcordant Paſſions join, 
Tumultuouſly to fill this Soul of mine; 

To reign in the deſerted Throne of Senſe, 

And crowd up Underſtanding's Reſidence. 

Aud what, alas! ſhould 1 without them do, 
That lay ſuch Proſpects open to my View, 

That mix'd Variety of 6 create, | 
And make me ſometimes love, and ſometimes vate? 


Should J ſurvive this Reſtleſſneſs of Thought, 


Or to Tranquility of Mind be brought, 

1) lead a Life more careleſs and ſerene, 
And wholly ſet aſide this diſmal Scene, 

Such Emptineſs could not dilats my Breaſt,” 
Nor ſuch Inſenſibility conſiſt. 
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There's not a Creature, but wich wiſhoul y es, 


Obſerves how I am alter'd to Surprize, 


Y 2 2 : 3 — 
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How wonderfully from my {elf eſlrang' d, 1 


n 


In.Perſon, Temper, and Behaviour chang'.l, 


% 
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— 
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My Mother frequently Enquiries makes, 

And me to Tafk about it often takes 

Now this Diſguiſe, now that her Meaning hides ; F 
One While ſhe ſpeaks me fair, and then ſhe chides; 
And for the Truth, impa tient to prevail, 

Asks me in Ten opprobrious, what I ail 2 

I know not well what Anſwers Thave made, 
Bur that Pe told her all; am much afraid. - 
The moſt ſevere among us, who profeſfs 

Eternal Solitude in this Receſs, 

| | Who with auſtereſt Lives our Habit wear, 

= Piry my Wrongs, and with my Weakneſs bear; 

1 Not one that knows the leaſt of my Concernsy 

| g But, touch'd with Grief, my fad Misfortunes learns, 
Your ſelf excepted, who have more than known 
The Sufft rings that from you,their Cauſe have flown; 


Tet unconcern'd, regardleſs, and ſupine, 


Lament them not, and make them wholly mine. 


1 
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Either you are nor pleas d to write at all 


telle your Letters with ſuch Coldneſs pall, 


re ſtuff d with Repetitions. and ſo faint, - 
jt they at Sight-diſeloſs the groſs Conſtraint 3 | 
he Force from which their mean Diſguiſe proceeds; | 
he Paper not half full, fo poorly: reads, : 
at, without much Pains-taking; any one 
ay ſee the Pains you're kt *rill they are done 
My Camrade, Doua Brites, Cother Day, 124 
drive my ſad Inquietudes away, 
12d me whole Hours, and would not let me reſt, 
fil, for my Eaſe, I clos'd with her Requeſt, 
ar from my Chamber to the fam'd Aſcent, -- 
9 well *tis known by you for my Content) - 
Fat points tow'sds Mertola's aſpiring Pride; 


e dil it to oblige, and I comphyd. 
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Eur oh | the very Sight of it impreſs \ 
h terrible Ideas in my Breaſt; 


5 
—— 
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Such 
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Such Images of Horror for the Place, 
From whoſe Baleony I firſt ſaw. your Face, - 
That I could not the dire Confuſion hide, 
And all the Day 1 nothing elſe but cry d. 


Back to my Chamber! at this was "TS 
Where down & threw my ſelf upon my Bed; 
Where Ia World of ſad Reflexions paſs d 
on the Condition i into which I'm caſt. 8515 
I find I'm worſe, and more inereas'd in Grief, 11 
For that which People bring for my Relief, 
And Med' cines, which are given me to diſpel 1 
My Sorrows, but my Growth of Sorrows fuel. 
Many a Time from this Balcon' I've ſeen” 
My Ruin in your too too comely Mein, 
As you the Graces with you brought along, 
soft as a Lover, as a Soldier firong. 1 „ ab 
And oh! (that Sight but too much Pleaſure. gave) 


Thence was I, from that Moment, made your * | 


59 
11 there-Tfirſt; to my Misfortune, found 
Soul transfix'd with this unhappy Wound. 
Methought your very Looks diſclos'd your Mind, 
das they ſpoke you graceful, ſpoke you kind T8 
ling io blige nie, while you forward came, 


fore you knew my Character or Name; 


ore fad on me, than any of the reſt; 
al when you ſtop'd, and dext'ronfly reſtrain d 


eftery Courfer, which with Eaſe you rein'd, 


o think that Stop was only meant to me; 
at I might take a more diſtinguiſh'd View, 
nd lee how all Things were becoming you. 0 
Uyon your giving of your Horſe the Spur, 
Flood conjeal'd, and Pulſeè forbore to ſti t; 


Heart was at my Mouth, and ev'ry Nerve 


1 
—— 


"Uk that Office tas enjoin d to ſerve, 


e ſomething of Regard your Eye confeſs d. 


food my ſelf (vain Wretch ! ) to that Degree, 
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we; - 
For fear you ſhould not in your Saddle keep: 
By Means of an untoward ugly Leap. 
In fine, I could not as you forward rid, . 
But be concern d in every Thing you did 3 ; 
And, as from thence you could no longer be 
Indif᷑ tent, or of ſmall Regard to me, 
So 1 from you took ſev'ral Things, I o. 
As in my Favour, and to pleaſe me, done. 0 
The Sequel's needleſs, that from hence aroſe; 
(Not that I value who that Sequel knows): 
Nor: would I write, orwillingly declare | 


; Matters, with Aggravations they would beat, 
Leſt I more criminal ſhould make you thought, 
Than you are really (perhaps) in Fault, 
Beſide, this might yohu Vanity debauch, 

And Furniſh it with Subject of Reproach, 

By making it in publick to appear, 

4 That all my Labour and continu'd Care, 


Could 


uld 
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ould not your Friendſhip, and your Love enſure, 


Pr your Abode in Portugal ſecure, 
But to what Indigenee of Thought I ſink ? 
\nd what an empty Fool am I to think, 


That citner Letters or Invectives conld _ 

Work more upon ſo much Ingratitude, - - | 
Than all the paſt Afe@#ion I have ſhewn, | 
And all the Liberty that Love has known? 
No, no, for I'm too certain of my Fate, 
And you've too much Injuſtice in your Nate, * 

o make me doubt, that I am wholly loſt,” 

er fince you bafbarouſty left this Coaſt; nc 4 
And fince T find, to all Intents, you're fed, 
What Miſchiefs are there, which 1'm not to dread ? 
But are your Charms to work on me alone? 
Am Ithe only Wretch to be undoene? 

Why may not others your Endowments prize? 


Why not er a with my longing Eyes? 
Perhaps 
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| PerhapsT mould be well enough contont, 


Were more of them in my Predicament, 


And many of the Sex, in ſome Degree, ; 
Of the fame Temper, and reſembled me : 
Nor ſhould my Love to. J ealouſy advance, : 
Were you eſteem'd by all the Belles in France; ; 
So none to Daatage did your Perſon view, ; 
Or pleas'd you, which (woes me!) I cannot d. , 
This idle Propoſition I retajn, 4 
Is Fooliſh, and impracticably vain . 94" 1101 | 
For there's no Fear of its being put in Uſe, 2 
(So much from ſad Experience I deduce) ) 
Or tbat your Bent of Faſfon is lo ſtraong, pak . 
Jo lean to any one Refi-xion long; b 
And you with Eaſe enough, I plainly. fee, . 
Can drop the very Thoughts of ſuch as me, * 
Without the Help of Force to intervene, 4% 21 | 
Or a nem Love, to ſhift the former dene. * 
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So partial on your Side my Paſſion grows, 


That (ſince I muſt its Object ever loſe) 


[ could &en wiſh, that you had ſome Pretenze; | 
Some fairer Colour for departing hence. 
'Tis true, from thence my Miſery d increaſe, 
And in my Mind, there'd be no Room for Peace: 
But then you might lefs criminal appear; 
For it concerns me much to think you clear. 

In France you'll, I perceive, in Freedom ſtay, 
While in your Chains J paſs my Time away. 


This Stay of yours too, where you now reſide, 


berhaps not makes you over ſatisfy'd. 

The Length of T ime,which your Return would take, 

The Seas thro? which you muſt this Voyage make; 

dome Meet ies of Breeding, and the Fear 

Of Vant of Love, for Love may keep you there. 
Oh! you may ſafely truſt me in this Caſe, 


Let us but now and then come Face to Face: 
Es 1 Know. 
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Know, that one Country both of us contains; 


Tis all I aſk for all my former Pains. 

But why do I my ſelf with Hopes delude, 
Or meaſure what I have, by what I won d? 
Some other Woman's Humour may appear 

Of more Effect, becouſe it's more ſevere ; 
And by a 773*row Treatment, may prevail, 
When all my Favours, and Endearments fall ; 
Though I can't take you for a Man, that will 
Be wrought upon by Uſage which is ill. 


32fore your Temper leads you to engage 


In any Paſſion, to Increaſe of Rage, 

Let my Entreaties work on your Belief, 

| To make you think on my immod'rate Gref; 

Th' Uncertainty of Purpoſes deſign'd; 

The wild difrading Thoughts that filPd my Mind; 
Ti Bade es my Letters ſtill diſclos'd ; 


3 8 
The Truſts I in your Breaſt alone repos'd ;\ My 


My ſmiling Miſbes, and my fad Deſpairs. 


680 


My Dow®ts, Diſgulets, Feaionſies, and Fears 5 


las! I fear for your approaching State, 
And that you'll make your ſelf unfortunate, + 
Take Warning, I conjure you, be advis'd 
By my Example, not to be ſurpriz'd, 
And, let the Miſeries which I endure, 
Ee of ſome Uſe your Freedom to "TRE : 
You told me, I remember, ſix Mouths ſince, 


With great Concern, by Way of Confidence, 


That a French Lady had your Breaſt inflam'd 


For Beauty, Parentage, and Conduit fam'd- 1 


© you for that more happy Rival burn, 4 | 
Or ſhe's an Obſtacle to your Return, 
Frankly on that Account your Mind explain, 


To put me out of this tormenting Pain. 


2 Twouldf 
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Of Mercy, like your Country's * Coup de Grace; 
If the faint Hopes muſt unſucceſsful prove, 
y Means of which, een yet I live and love, 
Would you my Expectations diſabuſe, 
And let me Life and Hope together looſe. 
Send me her picture with convenient Speed; 


I'd ſome of her Epiſtles likewiſe read, 


N ay, what is more, write hither all ſhe ſays : 
Something from theſe, I muſt receive of Courle, 
Will Zetter my Eflate, or make it worſe. 

In the Condition that I am, tis plain, 
1 3 for a Length of Time remain; 
And any Change muſt advantageous be, 
To one that longs for any Change like me. 
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*Twoul} be ſome Sort of Eaſe, and bear the Face 


That I from thence may fit Conjectures raiſe ;. 


'T were 
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Wi * 4ZBlow croſs the Stomach, which is given thoſe 

bar are broken on the Wheel, to put em out of their. 
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'Twere alſo kind in you, to let me view 


Your Brothers and your Siſters Pictures too, 


Since I thoſe Objects _ entirely prize, 


That not ſo much as any Thing is left, 

Rot e' en my own Diſpoſal in my Gift. 
Sometimes, methinks, ſo abject J could cow, 

32 mean, ſo poor, ſo deſpicably low, 

As even from my Station to deſcend, 

And on the Woman which you love, attend. 
Toſvch a baſe ran I'm brought, 

To lach a Servitude of Word and Thought, 

Through your ill Uſage, and unger'rou: Scorn, 


Which I fo often, and lo long! have born, 


II 3: That 


Which have engag'd your Heart, and pleas dq your. 


GY es; 
And I'm a very faithful Servant to 
What is related, or is dear to you. 
Nor can I otherwiſe my ſelf behave, 
do much am I reduc'd and grown your Slave, + 


. 


* o Mad . — — Mad ct 
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That to my ſelf I dare not almoſt ſay, | 


And am convinc'd, that I wrong Means purſue, 


Wich Paſſages you'd have me let alone, 


(6). 


At 

Much leſs theſe Words to others Ears convey,. Le. 
Net hinks you might with Jealouſy diſpenſe, 
And let me call you falſe, without Offence. TA 
Nay, farther, I upbraid my ſelf, for one Me 
That's the moſt thoughtleſs Wretch beneath the Sun, MY 7, 
To blame you, or Eſcapes in Love reveal, = FE 
Which Love cbliges Lovers to conceal 5 1 An 


Whene'er I importune you, as I do, 


And Thoughts, which it's your Pleaſure to diſown ue 
The Gentleman, who for this Letter waits, 
Stays with Impatience at the Cloiſter-Grates. 


Once I a Sort of Reſolution fram'd, 


"To keep it inoffenſive and unblam'd; 


Thougb, ſpight of all the Meaſures which I took, Io. 


Ir into much Extravagance is broke; Th 


And 
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And to it tis high Time to put an End, 


Leſt what was meant for blameleſs, ſhould offend, 
But I, alas! in vain that Taſk n 4 
Nor can I have the Heart to give it oer. 
Methinks I ſpe ak to you whene'er ! write; 
You by your Letters, I by mine in Sight, 
As they almoſt permit us to embrace, 


and make us nearer touch each x9 "IM Face, 


Mine neither ſhall be troubleſome or long, 
lo tire your Patience, or your Pleaſures wrong; 
But you may, from Miſapprehenſions freed, 
Venture to break it up, and ſafely read, 
Confiling in fly Aſſurance which 1 give, 

Wat little Interruption you'll receive. 


Im not to entertain you, it's confeſs'd, 


Vith a wild Paſſion, whichdenies me Kelt's © 


Or with Expoſtulations, that diſpleaſe; 


5 Theſe are the laſt, and you may be at Eaſe, 
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The Sun has round the Globe diſpers'd his Rays, 


And run his annual Courſe within few Days,- 5 


Since wholly to your Arms my {elf I gave 
Without Reſerve, your inconſid' rate Slave; 
Becauſe your Love at that Time did appear 
Not only fervent, but was thought ſincere; 

Nor was it in my Power to have foreſeen 


You'd have fo weary of my Favours been, 


As through the deep five hundred Leagues to fly, 


Thro' all th Inclemencies of Sea and Sky ; 
/ Thro' Rocks, which many thouſands have deſtroy'd; 


| Thro'Pirates, worſe than Rocks, theſe Favours to avoid. 


Ihis is a Treatment which your Juſtice brands, 
That's undeſery*d by me from any Hands. 
Well, can you call to Mind my glowing Shame, 
My Pangs and Struggles, with my dying Fame, 


And Images of my Confuſion frame ? 


TL. 
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zut youre to ſeek for, and the Mem'ry loſe 


0f Obligations which from thence aroſe ; 

Of king Endearments,which yourBreaſt might move, 
and, ſpight of your Averſion, whiſper Love. 

Your Officer, the fourth Time calls in Haſte, 
Keſileſs for fear the Seaſon ſhould be paſl, 

be Tide be ſpent, and ſays, He'll ſail away 

thout it, if my Letter I delay. 

Ppreſſing does he his Requeſt renew, 

if juſt unning from a Miſtreſs too. 

Firewel, — Not half th Uneaſineſs you've ſhewn 
dave me, (though perhaps for ever gone) 
Ito part with this have made appear; 
ters that bear your Name, muſt needs be dear. 

Put yet, Adieu. There are, that {till remain, 
thouſand Thicgszimald; which I'd explain ; 
thouſand tender Names I'd call you by, 


R 5r0wing Fears, that Liberty deny: 3 
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Nor dare I be ſo bold, with Pen and Iiik,” 


As to write down, and ſend you what I think. 
Numbers muſt fail, and Fancy cannot frame 
An Ardour equal to my preſent Flame: 
More dear than Life, than Fame it ſelf, you're grow Va 
More dear than Tongue can ſpeak, or „ c: 
| Never was any Thing ſo barbꝰ rous form'd ; - 
So much belov'd, with Love fo little warms: 
I muſt needs tell you, once again, forbear = 
Sending me more of your Excuſes here; 
But I into a freſh Beginning run, 
And your unkind Lieutenant will be gone. 
Well, — and what matters it, e'en let him go, 
While, as he ſays, the Winds propitious blow, N 
Since tis not ſo much for your Sake I writes 4 


As for my own Diverſion and Delight,- 


To entertain my ſelf at vacant Hours, 


And quench that Flame which inwardly 1 | 


(29 


Beſide, to ſuch a Length this Letter's brought, 


© ſuch a Heap of undigeſted Thought, 
will at firſt Sight be frightful to your View ; 
for can you ever bear to read it through, 
lat have I done, to call this Vengeance down, 
MW: make my luckleſs Stars upon me frown-? 
ny ſhould you cauſe my former Joys to ceale ? 
hy be the only Pois'ner of my Peace, 
oblaſt the riſing Glories of my Life, | 
d urge within my Soul inteſtine Strife? 
did I draw my Breath, Life s Uſe to mourn? 
by was I i in this diſtant Region born? by” 
„Lie for your F orgiveneſs. — Now farewel ; 
, . ſz to what Increaſe my Mis'ries ſwell ! 
F tea I, that once ſo many bliſsful Moments knew, 


ute not ſo much as aſk your Love, Adieu. 


LETTER 


LETTER the Fifth. 


OU, by this Letters different Air, will finc 
Y That as I've chang'd my Stile, I've chang 
44. (my Min 
a= ince I on paſt Amours no longer dwell, | 
1 F | And this comes blotted with my laſt Farewel : 
A Farewel, that's eternal, and diſclaims, 
= E'en the leaſt Glimmerings of my former Flames 

For m now perfectly convinc'd, at laſt, 
Both from your preſſing Uſage, and your paſt 
That ſince your Love's bevond Retrieval gone, . 


I can no longer juſtify my own. 


What Things ſoever you as Preſents made, = 


Back to their Donor ſhall be reconvey*d, 
Soon as the firſt Occaſion ſhews its Face, 


There ſhall be no more Writing in the Cale ; 


Bo, 
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No, not ſo much (to Rill my riſing Shame) 
As a bare Superſcription with your Name. 
There's Dona Brites, to my Secrets juſt, 
Whom, as my very Soul, I dare to truſt, 


And whom I have entruſted, as you know, 


WW 


n.! wretched that I was, to truſt her ſo!) 
With Matters of another Quality, 5 


than what are now to paſs 'twixt you and me. 


bre left it to her Care to ſend Aboard 

Your Picture, and to ſee your Gifts reſtor- ; 
wur Bracelets ſnipp'd, and ſent away from hence, 
Thoſe Pledges of your Kindneſs not long ſince ; 

| And in due Time, to let me underſtand, 

That they are all in Safety come to Hand. 

| Would you believe me now, ſhould Lprotzſt, 
That in five Days, I've fifty times at leaſt 
18 on the very Point the. fu to burn, 


N dul ſpurn the latter into Pieces torn? | 
N I But 
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But you too late Experiments have made, 
By ſeeing me too calily betray'd, - 

 Slighted, without Reſentment, to ſurmiſe | 
A Rage fo generous in my Breaſt can rile. 
Could I a little vex you with the Tale 
Of what I undergo, and what Iau, 
It would {ome Sort of Indalence Fei 


And ſomewhat of its Cru elty abate. .. 


Thoſe Bawbles, I muſt own, to both our Shame; 
( If Things I once efeentd, can bear that Name) 
Went nearer to my Heart, than I ſhall ſpeak; | 
My Heart, whom their Impreſſions render'd weak: 


And when Ito the very Pinch was brought, 
Ready to part with what I dearly bought; 3 
With what my Fame was barter d for, I found 


My Reſolution ſlacken, and give Ground, 1 ar 


As nothing could more difficult appear, 


Nothing in Nature, than to perſevere, 


22 


That Dona Brizes hes them in her Cate, 


|; 2 ö e 14 46. 1e GE. * * y 470 
To finith, aud-go-throvglt with a Deßgu, N 


Y This difficulr Projeftion, which I laid, 

Jfavy and many Tears has made me ſned: 
A thouſand and a thouſand pangs has colt, ys 
While I'm in numberleſs Diſiractions loft, » - I 
Q ore than th' Extent of Thought will let you gueſs z- | ö | 


More, doubtleſs, than you'll hear me now confeſs, 


© 75.) 
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Would find Reluſtande in no Bienſt lit mik 


10 2: 


50 mortal a Regard, that yet enduress, g 
Had 1 conceiv d for any Thing was youth "|. = TI | 
Ven at that Inſlant/ Ren yen feeh'd 10 be | 
| Thing that liv'd, to me. 
But oh | Neceſſty muſt rule of Ceurſe, 


An Reaſon govern with reſiſtlels Force, 


1 re told you where the gawdy Trifles are, 


Vn this Condition, always to refrain 


| Their Mention, and their Names to me again ; 90 4 


3 Not 


3 


Noreen fo woch as with their Sight to pleaſe; 


Though F ſhould beg the Favour on my Knees, 


| But todiſpatch them forth, and haſte them on, 


without one Syllab' of cheir being gone. 
Had I not went upon this laſt Eſſay, 151 
To make my Paſſion Reaſon's Laws obey, 
To render ev'ry Rebel-Thought ſubdu'd, | 

1 never ſhould its Force have underſtood ; 
And if I could the Dargers have foreſ.en, 


Or Pains which this Encounter leave me in ; 


Much do I fear my Spirits had been dampt, 
And I'd ner ventur'd on the raſh Attempt - 
For I'm aſſur'd, I could have better born 


Th' Ingratitude, which you for Love return, 


Tho! neꝰ'er ſo black, ſo loathſome, and ſoi fouls, i | 


F Or ſo diſtaſtful to my wounded Soul CE 4 750 


Than entertain'd the deadly deadly Thought, 
| N To which I'm by this Separation brought. 


Nor 


* 

Nor is't your Perſon which I hold ſo dear, 
Though that's an Object might my Paſſion clear; 
But what all other Objects muſt outvie, 
M'unchangeable Affection's Dignity. Fl 

g Strange Sentiments divide my lab*zing Breaſt z 
Your Perſon for your Falſhood, I deteſt ; | 
et Love, my fix'd, unconquer'd, ſuib born Love 


Reſiits, and will not a Divorce approve. 
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1 What Bleſſings no ſhould Afiriane ſhare, 


Vere ſne but luch as ether Women are? 


With but her Sexes Qualities ſupply' d, 
And only proud enough to ſcorn your P ide? 


+ 
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Of your unjuſt Contempt I've born the Weight; 


_ 
. 
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Wy, had ic bean converted into He, 
Mo: Jealouſy, moſt raging and intenſe ; 
All this, compar'd with your Indiference, 
Would have been Mfty, ME") an Ad of Grace, 
" one that's left in my deſponding Caſe, 

| I 3 ; Th' 


(78) 


Th 1 impertinent Profeſſions of your laſt, 


And empty Compliments are in it paſt; 
Give it (what clears my Doubts) to underſland, 
That ev 'ry one of mine are come to Hand ; 
And that you each Particular have learn'd,. 
| But read them ver, forſooth, ſo unconcern'd, | 
As if they from a Hand unknown were brought, 5 
And you'd no Intereſt in what I wrote. 
Fool thatI am, and worthy of wy F ate, 
While at the Mercy of a falſe Ingrate; 
| | While left expos'd to his unkind Diſdain, 
| That once with Pleaſure drag'd my grateful Chain, 
To be as much afflited, now I find 
Thoſe Papers are arriv'd where I deſign'd, 
As I was full of Diſcontent, for fear 
| Miſchance mizht hinder their Arrival hor. 
| To me *tis foreign; what ha ve I to do 


ö Wich bein g told the Things you ſpeak, are HO 1 


3 


ſho aſk'd you ſuch a Seeret to diſcloſe ? 


hat's your Sincerity to my Repoſe? 

in empty Thing, of which you make your Boaſt, ; 
ind never practisd yet, but to my Coſt. 

Why could you not have let a Wretch alone, 
ſhifting what T fatally have known, 

Wind ſuffer'd me my len'rance to purſue, 
ithout your placing of theſe Truths in View ? 

| Who bid you write, or ule my Nighted Name? 
Wi! miſerable Woman, that Jam! ett A 


lehinks youmight have ſtraiu'd a Point, or ſhou's, 
iter fo much Pains-taking to delude, 
Paw me to my Ruin, and entice») 


ie that took noxious Schemes for good Advice; 


Neenture once more to lengthen the Deceit, 
Fn! home to my. ſdvantage puſh 1 Cheat, 
out far-Ferch'd Prevences for RSS 


mean Evaſions, which you poorly ule. 


'Tis 


( 8 ) 
'Tis now too late for my Repoſe, to ſay, 
Many a tender Thought" eeicoft a af; ö 
Many an aking Heart have daily felt, J 114 


For one that us ſuperlative in Gu: 


The moſt: oblig'd, acceptable, and dear, 

Tet the leaſt thankful, as the leaſt ſinvates © : 
Let it ſuffice, that l the Truth aſſert, 4:21: ba 

In ſaying, That I know your very Heart, 

Of ev*ry-inward: Reſidence poſſeſt. 


As much as if I dwelt within your Breaſt. 


The Favour now for which alone I ſus, 


After ſo many Favours done for you, 
Is this, (you'll noty]-bope, the Grant refuſe) 
Give not your flart'ring Pen a farther Looſe 


No more Excuſes and Untruths endite;; zz 


Remember, I conjure you, ceaſe to write. 
Do all ti:at's poſſible for Man to dog 
Paſt Injuries injuriouſſy purſue z = | 


- (8) 
act ev*ry Thing that Hatred can inſti, ] 
Nor tick at any Purpoſe neꝰer ſo ill, e } 


To make me your Remembrance to reſign, 

If ever you had any Love for mine, 

And wholly to forget what I.muſt ſhan, CE 
or elſe muſt abſolutely be undone. | 
For ſuch Impreſſions this Remembrance makes, 
y ſtrongly through my Refolutions breaks, 


a 
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Pat I, from paſt Experience cautious grown, 
bare not what looks like Correſpondence own, 
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Lee any Sort of Intercourſe would be 


t the moſt fatal Conſequence to me: 

Wn! mould I truſt my ſelf to write your Name, 

f Trould rouſe my Paſſion, and revive my Flame; | 

| ö I ſhould you the leaſt Intimation ſend, 222 f 
Wit what I write does not to much offenes 

| | hat youve with any kind Reflexion read 


(82) 
Toa Relapſe, I might e pes le laid, 
Without Love? 8 Subſtance 1 to catch the Shade. 


But then tbe taking of me at my N ord, 
And granting the Requeſt 1 have preferr d, 'm 
On t'other Side my Paſſion: woutd incenſs yr Ln 
To an unſpeakable Extravaginee | 
Of Rage, of Choler, Madnefs, and bana, 5 
Of the Convulſions Soul and Body tear, N 
Of all the Pangs which diſappointed Womenbare.) N 

So that in my Opinion you were beſt | 
Not interfere with my Concerns the leaſt; 
For whatſoever Methods you purſue, : 
They'll bring Diforder upon me and you ; 3 
Will both our Thoughts undoubtedly a 
With Cares reciprocal to either Sex. 


I'm not one Jot inquis'tive-t0 be told, ; a 2 
In what Eſteem you this Epiſtle hold, 


(8) 

b with a cold Reception it does meet, 

or it inflames you with a kinder Heat: 

ge that as you think fitting to expreſs, 

Em not ſallicitous for its Succeſs; _ 

Tho? the ꝓaſt Sorrows, under which 1 fink; . 
und by your Means alone) might make you think 
Do what I have already underwent, 

( and your tir'd Rage TRIO * $ 27115 6D 


Een, if the Malice you profuſely ew, 


5 ach- out it ſelf as far as it oould ba, 
F'ithout diſturbing my projected Eaſe, 
) Preparayjons for my future Peace, 22 2107 aT 


Way I from you no Declaration MI 1 


1 me bit in ur Uncertainty I'm in, T1 il L 


Ia pu not yet deſpair,” but chat in Time 
ſome Degree of Quiet I may climb, 


Tipe ſome Clouds, by a ſerener Air, 


Wit preſs upon me with tumultuous Care. 


This 


(24) 
This Promiſe I for your Aſſurance give, 8 Hor. 
That I ſhall never haze you while I live; 


For I'm too partial, and too great a Foe 


Jo violent Meaſures, than to treat you ſo. | 
Whoa knows but I may live, and living ſhare 

Een yet the Addreſſes that attend the Fair? 

| Survive the Moments my Deſires have croſt, | 

To find a truer Friend than I have loſt? 

But oh! that Man's Affection is but vain; 

If I cannot return him Love again! 

Why ſhould his Paſſion more my Breaſt incline, 


„ vd / 


Than yours can now be wrought upon by mine ? Y 

From ſad Experience I theſe Maxims prove, || þ 
That the firſt Motions and Aſſaults of Love, | 15 
Which we more properly are ſaid to feel, 50 
Than underſtand from Reaſon's juſt Appeal, 15 
Never can be defac'd by n 5 
And ne'er obliterated or forgotz | Wits 


0 
That our fond Souls inceſſantly are led 
To view thoſe Idols we our ſelves have made; 
That the fr Pounds we from their Sight receive, 
With Pains incurable mult ever grieve ; 
And the fi Images our Opticks take, 
Still keep the fl d Impreſſions which they make; 
That alt the diff rent Paſtons which we raiſe, 
To give us various Helps, by various Ways, 
To yield us Satisfaction, or divert 
Thoſe Objects that are rooted in our Heart, 
If we are of their Preſence once bereft, 
Never return to fill the Seats they ve left; 
That all the fruitleſs Pleaſures we purſue, 
Often without Deſire to find them too, 
Amount to juſt no more, than to convince, - 
That nothing works fo much upon our Senſe ; 
And, of the deareſt Things we prize the chie 
is the dear dear Remembrance of our Grief. 
Why then am I call'd out, and ſet apart, 
Of Love's Artillery to bear the Smart? = 
Of an imperfect and tormenting Flame, 1 
Which I with Temper neither can diſclaim, — 
Vor own with Credit, nor preſerve with Fame? ; 
Why made a Victim, and deſign'd a Prey, 
lo a fierce Love, that bears impetuous Sway, 
And is not mutual, but ſeverely tens 
Lo moſt affright'ning Scenes, and diſmal Ends? 
Iny does our Paſſion with our Fate conſpire, | 
lo make us each to fan a diff'rent Fire, 
Equal in Pain, unequal in Deſire, 
as we're condemn'd to this uncommon State, 
To love where ſcorn'd, and where beloved, hate ? 
„But what if I falſe Hopes could entertain 
Vith lome new Paſſion, to 8 my Pain? 


What 


— —— — 


(86) 


What if I could in other Schemes engage, 

Jo turn the Torrent of my preſent Rage? 

The Wrongs l'm griev'd with, ſuch a Senſc inſtil 

Of what thoſe in the ſame Eſtate muſt feel, 

Thar I ſhould very many Scruples make, 

Of giving you the Treatment which I take; 

And though Pm in my Conſcience ſatisfy d, 

There he no Obligations on my Side; 

No Ties withhold me, and no Laws enjoin, | 
That I ſhould fpare your Breaſt, who ſpar'd not me; 
Vet, were it in my Pow'r to take Revenge, | 
By making this impracticable Change, 

= I never could (howe'er provok'd) aſſent 

That Way to give my guiltleſs Paſſion Vent. 

I'm now diſcourſing with my ſelf, and plead. 

What can in your Behalf be juſtly ſaid; _ 

What fair Excuſes and Evaſions urg'd, _. 

While e'en by your Accuſer you are purg d; 
That 1t ij not in Reaſon to expe  __ 
Other than Slights and Wrongs, and cold. Neglect, 
- When a poor Barmleſs Nun preſumes to dare 
Attempt to captivate a Cavalier, 
Aud to give Laws, and circumſcribe with Bounds, | 
One that remains unwounded, while Be wounds. 
And yet, if I the Liberty might take 
To reaſon, though my Reaſon is but weak ; 
To deſcant on Occurrences, and weigh _ 5 
What Motives chiefly ſhould with Lovers ſway ; 
Methinks a Man ſhould rather fix his Eyes 
On one that in a ſweet Retirement lies 
And chuſe a Miſtreſs from a Convent, than  _ 
One that's in publick ſeen by ev'ry Man. 
= | For they have nothing there to make em rove, 
Or draw 'em from the firit Aﬀaults of LOVE 3 
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„ 
Whereas their reſtleſs Thoughts, who range Abroad, 
Are on a thouſand Fooleries beſtow*'d, 
With freſh Amuſements as their Sight is fed, 
And by repeated Novelties miſled, 55 
That wholly make 'em their Diſtinction loſe, 
Or elſe divert em from more uſeful Views. _ 
And whete's the Pleaſure in this anxious State:? 
Or rather, how's the Pain 5 great? 1 
For one that is not, to the laſt Degree, 
Loſt and bewilder'd in Stupidity,  ... 
To ſee the Woman, that attracts his Sight, 
Hurry*d een to a Surfeit of Delight, 
Still taken up with Viſits, ſtill addreſt 
With Ceremonies; and perpetual Gueſts, 1 
Were no Diſcourſe goes round, but what's ofHα¶alls, 
4 Of Modes, T. oth Theatres, and Malls? 
Since Opportunities from hence may riſe; 
Nor are we ſo ab/temiow and preciſe, 
£3 But ſuch a Woman has it in her Power, - 
And muſt needs make him jealous ev'ry Hour? 
Who can ſecure himſelf, when Means are try'd, 
That Women are not better ſatisfy'd, 
Fond of theſe Entertainments to a Fault, E 
Than ſuch a Sex, with ſuch Enjoy ments ought, 
As een their very Huſbands to diſguſt, 
And make them conjugal Eſcapes miltruſt ? 
How can a Man pretend to be in Love, 
That knows not what does his AﬀeRions move, 
That ſeeks not for Partic'lars, but receives 
What's told him, and contentedly believes, 
hile he, without Examination, ſees 
His Miſtreſs thus employ'd, and he at Eaſe ? 
Think not that I this paſt Enquiry ſtart, 
9 gain a Title to your l Heart; 
es #4 


(88) 


For this is not the Way to ſerve my Turn, 
As J from late Occurrences diſcern, 


Eſpecially when I have Methods try'd, 
That ſeem'd to promiſe Wonders on my Side, 
That could not fail, or to Appearance mils, 


Tho' to as little Purpoſe us'd, as this. 


No, no; too well my Deſtiny I read, 


And there's no ſtrugling with Events decreed ;. 


No reas'ning with Almighty Pow'rs, to ſtop 
What thwarts our Wiſhes, and muſt blaſt our Hope: 
Heav'n points out this Condition, and I find, 


That wy whole Life's for Miſeties deſign d. 


It was ſo when I ſaw you ev'ry Day, 
When Opportunity to Love gave Way, 


When we convers'd together on the Spot, 


And happy Imiling Moments were our Lot; 
For fear, that you from all your Vows ſhould err, 
And Intidelity to Faith prefer, 

Nor was it otherwiſe, when diſlant Soils | 
CalPd you from hence to War's tempeſtuous Broils, 


F: | ou you 180 10e MY Mem'ry in the rigne, 
And caule I could not bear you from my Sight. 


You not a Minute in the Convent paſt, 
But my Heart ak'd for fear tw cuid be the laſt; 
And 7722, tue Lum of Glory call'd you hence, 

To be a ſecond Cauſe to Providence, 


K 2 9 
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In Camps new Conqueſts with your Sword to malle; | 


Then, then my Life, my All wasdown at Stake : 


Impatience, Horror, Madneſs on me ſeiz d, 


To think, that nor my Face, nor Fortunes pleas\l; ; 


That nothing was attractive to your View, | 
And not one ſingle Feature worthy you. 


Sometimes in Fears my ling*ring Hours were ſpent Þ 


Fears that gave ev'ry Apprehenſion Vent, 


Leſt 


(89) | 
Leſt the fierce Flames, in which you fejgn'd to burn, 
Might to your Diſadvantage chance to turn, ' * 
My Paſſion was not ſtrong enough, methought, 
Nor was my Love ſo flagrant as it ought, 
As I my Life in daily Terrors led, 
And drew my Breath in a continu'd Dread, 
For fear ſome diſmal Miſchief might ariſe, 
And hidden Secrets reach my Parents Eyes. 
So that upon the Whole, you muſt allow 
My. Caſe was not then better than 'tis now. 
Nay, had you but the leaſt Aſſurance ſent, 
Since from theſe Arms, and Portugal you went, 
That you ſonie Sort of Kindneſs {till retain'd, 
Some Pittance of Regard, that was unfeign'd, 
4 Doubtleſs I ſhould have an Eſcape devis'd, 
And follow*'d you through Sea and Land diſgus'd. 
And to what End ſhould I to France have came, 
After the Loſs of Honour, Friends, and Fame, 
J Of all Things held ineſtimabiy dear, | 
There to be {lighted, as I have been here? 
What a Confulion ſhould I then have ſeen ?. | 
And what a deep Deſpondency been in? 
Jn what a diſmal Plunge ſhould I be found? 
And how my Fam'ly's Reputation wound? | 
My Fam'ly, that ſo much the Jdearer proves, p 
how much I deteſt our former Loves? | 
Take Notice, Ientreat you, that I hold 
L Thoughts that are ſometimes well advis'd and coll, 
As my warm fev*riſh Paſſion intermits, 
And Senſe regains its uſual Courſe by Fits, 
That inwardly this Lecture does inſti), 
Ing ht have felt more Hardſhips than I feel ; 
ent! ate of Life might more oppreſſive bear, 
In what my preſent Circumſtances are ; 3 
Leſt] K 3 | A 


(90) 


Aud whatſoe'er Objections you may raiſe, 
That Pre talk'd Reaſon once in all my Days. 
But whether this ſame Temper which I've got, IV 


Or Moderation pleaſes you or not: 10 
Whether with my ve rene yours does cloſe, W 
Or contradictory Purſuits oppoſe, 0 


Bury'd in Silence let them ever reſt, 
And know no other Manſion, but your Breaſt, Ipe 


Leſt made deſtructive of my juſt Deſigngn. Ti 
They ſhould quit yorrs, to give freſh Palns o mine. N 

As I've already beg'd you to forbeaer . RV 

Giving your ſelf a Trouble you may ſpare; * MO 

So now I reconjure you, and implore, _ BV 
That you would ſend me not a Letter more. 

Sure you might, in ſome Interval, reflect JT! 

On your Ingratitude and cold Neglect; M4 

On all thoſe Injuries I've from you born; JD; 

Your paſt Demeanor, and repeated Scorns _ Be 
= Your OlMgations in ſome Meaſure own, le 
| Than which no Lover has more gen'rous ſhown. A. 
My paſt Ageclion to ſuch Heights aſpir'd, JO 

As een to l it my Senſes fir dj I 
Made Reaſon ceaſe to be my Paſſion's Guide, Jlo 


And govern'd that which always ſhould pr He; MA 
While I, withdrawn from other Objects, grew, 4 


Scornful of ev'ry living Thing, but you; aA; 
Let have you not one Qualm of Conſcience felt, ! 
Or like a Man of Honour with me dealt. A 
Nothing could urge this Hatred and Diſdain, WO: 

Or make you from adoring me refrain, IW. 
Keep you from raiſing Altars to my Praiſe, Vo 
For my Attempts to pleaſe ſo many Ways, 10 
But an inbred Averſion to my Suit, q . | 
That had in Nature fix'd its early Root, _ I 


Nev 


09 


Never Was Woman ſo perplex'd with Harms, . 


Or ſo bewitcWd upon ſack eaſy Terms. 
What did you ever do to win my Heart 


Lor pleaſe by what Appearance of Deſert ? 


What did you ever loſe ? I pray you ſpeak; 
Or but ſo much as hazard for my Sake ? Y 


Have you not,when your Love was at its Height, 


Ipoſtponꝰd your Courtſhip to ſome new Delight? 


To it a thouſand trifling Sports preferr'd ? 
Where was a Set at Tennis ever fpar'd 7 
Where did you once one Hunting-Match decline, 


On the leatt. Hindrance or Account of mine? 
Ihen War's Alarms provok'd your Martial Skill, 
Were you not ſeen ro be the foremoſt ſtill!? 

Irhe . that ſtrove to make the rongh Campaign, 
And til t agai N 
Did you hut ever ſpare your Perſon there, 


| the Jaſt in cloſing it again? 
Jtccauſe your Preſer vation was my Pray'r 2 
becauſe | beg', that you would cautions be, 
And ſparing of your ſelf, was ſparing ne? 
Did you fo much as any Offer nen 
IIe ſertle where your Fortune courted you, 
Io take Preferment where you Laurels won, 
JAlvanc'd in Portugal for Wonders done?» 
A Place which might have more inviting ſeem' d, 
And where you was fo very much eſteemd. 
But you quite hin your Meaſures took, 
And me and DortugaFatonce forſoocæ. 
One fingle Letter hurry d yett away 
I When numberleſs Entreaties vrg'd your Sta; 
Vor did your Thoughts employ a Moment's Time 
Lo fix your Voyage, or Excuſe your Crime. 
m told beſide, that you this Voyage ſpenc 
Wich all the Signs and Tokens of Content; 


And 


— 


— — — ——— — — 


None can lay Claim to my Afetions leſs; 
Since by my ſelf, my ſelf has been miſled 


Cume, faw me and pofſeſs*'d me for your own... 


— 
walks — 


That makes Deſire up to Afection rite, 


Not that you would return this Love of mine, 


Nor was there any Riſque you'd not have run, 


To which you would not your Endeavours bend, 


And lord me too, if nothing le- could hit; 


(92) 


And what adds Sorrow to my ſad Cemplaint, 44 
Without ihe Jeait Diſorder or Reftraint ; 4 
Without one Conflict, or one in varu Strife, 
And never better humourd in your Life. 


- * * 


Spight of your ſelf, you muſt this Truth confeſs, 
None can deſerve my perfect Hatred more 
Than you, whom Reaſon bids me to abhor; 
Yet to my ſelf, I in Effect muſt owe 

This inſupportable, this cruel Woe, 


And wholly drawn this Vengeance on my Head. 
I play'd too open and fincere a Part, 

Too ſoon gave up a weak unguarded Heart, 

As at Diſcretion you the Fortreſs won, | 


Love of it ſelf can never Love beget, 
Unleſs Addreſs and Skill the Taſk. compleat ; 
For it's not Paſſion, but a fit Diſguiſe, 


To make me love you, was your firſt Deſign 31 


But triumph o' er an unrefiſting Maid, 


- 4 


Who, by her own Conſent, would be betray'd. K 


Or any Thing in Nature to be done, 


To compaſs fo defirable an Ed. 
Nay, could I've been ſo hardy to reſiſt, - # 

Rather than you'd have of your Purpoſe miſs'd, Wy, 

To any Terms you'd cholen to ſubmit, s 


But you a much ſuccincter Method choſe, 
Knowing, that I could not your Means oppoſe 5, 


U 93 ) 


And when my Bus neſs eaſſer might be done, 
Thought it was beſt to let that Loye alone. - 

| Perfidious Man] from all Engagements looſe! 
Can you e'er think I'll pocket this Abuſes? 

Or that my Patience ſhall my Rage ſurmount, 

without your being. call'd.to.an Accompt 2 

Pe ſatisfy d, if you again ſhall dare 
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Venture to breathe our & Luſitanian, Air, * Portugal. | 
No Flatt'ries ſhall my, juſt Reſentments ſmooth, — | 
No Promiſes to a-Forgivenefs ſooth, N | 
ut grown vindidtive of ſo baſe a Change, | 
ll leave you ta my Parents ſwift. Revenge. | 
| It's a long Time, an Age of Time to me, | 
ince J firſt liv'd in this Idolatry's = | 
ſince firſt 'my, Love to Adoration.-xoſe,, ; | 
And yo, inſtead of Heau'n, engrofs/d1my Vows. | 
ow does 2 Life, ſo ſhameful in its Courſe, | 


rike me with irreſiſtible Remorſe ! 
Horror, Confuſion, does my Conſcience ſnake, 
prwhat Pve perpetrated for your Sake; 
nd no more tne Mont ̃ en, þ 
Mat from my Sight wwichheld its loathſome Stain. 
Shall chis tormented Heart for ever bleed? 
Wo Interval of Reit theſe Pains ſucceed? 
h! cruel Man! whom no Entreaties bend! 
hen hall my Perſecutions have an End ? | 
J, * yet, Wee e. I bear, 5 | 
_ Wiatever,my unz ppreſſions are, | 
We all — my Breaſt diſarm, | 
» Wid cannor wiſh you * of Harm; 
I, in my Conſcienee, I could be content, | 


fev'n your Days in Mappine/s were ſpent; | 
ite bleſs 4 Moments went ferenely on, | 
5 WW the whole Race of Life was ſmoothly run; 


JI 0o0o talk of you with Freedom ev*ry Hour; 


(94) 
Which, as the Caſe now ſtands, you muſt agree 
Is next to an Impoſſibility. FFF 
Within a While, perhaps, I may afford 
My ſelf ſome little Time to ſend you Word 
And, in another Letter, Notice give, 
That I can all your Injuries out-live 3 _ : 
And have (ſuch Indolence from Reaſon flows) 
Philoſophiz d my ſelf into Repoſmg. 

Oh! what Exceſs of Pleaſure ſhall I take, 
When made appriz'd of Priviledge to ſpeak !. 
Able to tell you boidly to your Face, 
That you're ungrateful, treach*rous, and baſe, 
Without Concern for theſe enormous Faults, 
Or Symptom of Diſorder in my Thoughts! 
When I ſhall have it wholly in my Pow'r 


5 


To treat you with Contempt, and ler you fee © 
| Your Scorn is grown of Uſe, and le nd by me; 
When I ſhall in Oblivion's Grave have caſt 
All my Contentment, and my Sorrows paſt, 
As you no Part of my Remembrance ſhare, i. 
But when I have an idle Thoitznt to ſpare. Hr 
I You've had the better of ine, 'tis confeſs d; | 
Of me, and of my Liberty. poſſeſs'd; | 
For I not only captivated grew, - © 
But lovꝰd you to the Loſs of Reaſon too; 
Yet, it muſt alſo be for Truth allow'd, = | 
That you have little Reaſen to be proud, 
Or of ſo mean a Conqueſt make your Boaſt, _ 
That has fo ſmall a Time and Trouble colt. . 
Alas! Las too cregulous and young, 
Unable to reſiſt Temptations long, 
Had been ſhut up, and cloiſter'd from a Child 
Eaty to be deceiy'd, and ſoon beguild d; 
_ | Accuſton 
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& ccuſtom'þto a rude uncourtly Place, 
Vhich held a rigid ſelf-deny ing Race. 
I never what belong'd to Flatt'ries knew, 
Jr co fine Words, ill was known to you; 
ind all the Charms, and all the killing Darts 
lou made me Miſtreſs of, to conquer Hearts, 
ind which had yours ſo abſolutely gain'd, 
bor you theſe Victories have often feign'd) 
Were, at the beſt, but look'd upon by me 
as the Miſtakes of your Civil:ty. ek 
The publick Voice your Character preferr'd, 
nd all ſpoke well of you, whoſe Speech was heard, 
s not a Soul, but held you in Eiteem, 9 
at made your Fav'rite Name his copious Theme: 
nd to all this, you left no Means untry*d 
o bring me likewiſe over to your Side 3 - , , 
holly employ'd your ſelf to fix me ſure, 
nd radicate your Love beyond a Cure; 
ut, Thanks to your Unkindneſs and Diſdain, 
by your Means am grown my ſelf again, 
_ \ Wiough not as yet ſo perfectly reſtor?d, 
| it that you may your farther Help afford. . 
leur two laſt Letters P'm-rcſolv'd xo keep, 
lat I may ſome Advantage flom em rea, 
y read *em oftner than I've rea the fel, 
d drive your Image wholly from my. Breaſt,  . 
it my Diſtemper ſhould again return, 
the cold Fit gone off, the Fever burn. 
well may you let ?em over and o'er be read, 
the prodigious Price which I have pay'd; : 
le vaſt Expence which I alone have eh, . 
erwhelm'd with Tofamy, and loſt in Guilt. 
what a Calm of Life might I have ſeen! 
nat Extaſies of Happineſs been in, 115 
Fer 4 


d, 
aſto! 
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Had but the Grantyour Approbation paſt, 
That this my Love for you might ever laft ! 

I know my preſent Thoughts moſt ftrangely rove, 
And all my F evities diſorder'd prove, 

As what, betwixt your Falſnood, and my Rage, 
I cannot inſtantly the Storm aſlwape. 

But mind what I een thus diſorder' d ſay, 

I may beothermiſe another Day; 

And 2 not yet in ſuch a deſp'rate C aſe, 
But I may ſtill pofſefs my Soul in Peace ; 
. To which bleſs'd State I either will arrive, 

Or theſe inteſtine Tumults not furvive 53 
Which voy eſume, as Matters now appear, 

You will be well enough content to hear. 

Bur reft aſſur d, I'll neꝰ er have more to do 
With fo in /enſi ble a Thing as youz 
One that can break through moſt engaging Ties, 
And from his Oath, and from his Miſtreſs flies. 

Fool that I am! impertinent and vain, 
From Repetitions who cannot refrain, 

But muſt ſo often my Deſigns declare, 
And tell you what my Reſolutions are. | 

However, you may this for Truth receive; 5 
I muſt all Thoughts of you for ever leave 
Not een a Glympſe of paſt Amours admit, 
But you and your Remembrance wholly quit. 
Now does a Fancy riſe within my Brain, 

1 That T ſhall never write to you again; 
E Shall for all this my Reſolutions hold, 
And be indifferent as you are cold. 

For where's the Obligation to reveal 
How I my ſelf on all Occafions fe 44 
Whether my Blood a chearful Co > repeats, Rn 
Or py oy oy han a pate beats 2 | 

JI. * 
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